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CHAP. J» 

Thy constancy, thy courage, and thy troth, have hcen my 
daily lesson : I have learn'd 'em, and, bold as thou, can 
suffer or despise the worst of fates for thee, and with thee 
share 'em. 

Veiled in the dark habit 6( a Domini* 
can father, procured through the kind as- 
siduity of the dame and Jacquenetta, his 
head muffled in a cowl, at the hour of ap* 
pointment, Isidore reached the gloomy 
'walls of the prison. Attentively he listen- 
ed for the hollow chime of the church 
clock, and when its first vibration stole 
"vol. iv. b upon 
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upon the stillness of night, thrice, with a 
palpitating heart, he knocked at the 
eastern portal. Instantly the huge bars 
yielded to the hand of strength / instantly 
he heard the iron-encrusted door grate 
harshly on its hinges — it opened, but a 
signal, importing silence, from Biagio, 
' checked the sentiment of gratitude he was 
about to utter. Following his guide, he 
ascended a flight of steps, which led to a 
kind of terrace, or rampart, running pa- 
rallel with the building. The heavy tread 
•of the sentinels sounded from the court 
beneath ; and, ever and ahoh, .the passing 
watch-word froze the heart's-blood of the 
pilgrim — " Fear not/' softly whispered 
Biagio; " remember, if accosted, your er- 
rand is to confess a dying prisoner." 

"Does the Signor know of my ap- 
proach ?" asked Isidore. 

" Hush !" said the soldier, and again 
proceeded* 



Frequently, not with fear, but with hor- 
ror, 
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fW, did the pilgrim shudder, as, frdm the 
low vjajeh-towers, his ear caught the dis- 
tant sounds of revelry and laughter — " In 
a spot like this/' he thought ; €€ ah ! surely 
'tis little less than, mockery to the sigh of 
woe — here, where thousands, ' tangled 
in the fold of dire necessity/ dragged to 
condemnation and to dead* expiate in- ' 
voluntary falsehood, by confessing, in the 
agony of torture; crimes they never knew. 
Holy Heaven I canst thou sanction such 
atrocity ? guised beneath thd pure, the 
ttieek, the pious °arb of religion, canst 
thou permit, unpunished, unredressed, the 
revenge of fanaticism, the power of 
bigotry, to stain the fair face of creation 
with the blood of thy creatures i Oh* 
fake from my mind the prejudice of sect ; 
teach it to estimate virtue in a different 
callings teach it to trace good in all, and 
<rbd In. evetp thing V 9 ' 

" Save you, holy father !" exclaimed a 
•Voice. 

* S Isidore 
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Isidore started ; but remembering the 
* injunction of Biagio, he ..muttered a bene- 
dicite, and was proceeding* : » 

» "Whither are you going,' father? 5 ' 
questioned the intruder. ' 

"/To lighten the burdened' loul of a 
sufferer, my 5011, and administer the balm 
of -consolation*" 

" The Virgin speed you ife the office, 
father !" 

f Amen !" faltered on the lips of the 
pretended monk, and again his progress 
Vafs uninterrupted- 

On reaching the extremity of the ram- 
part, they descended a flight of stone steps ; 
the guide held forth his hand ; Isidore 
eagerly grasped it — " Why do you' trem- 
ble?" he demanded; u one more exer- 
tion of courage, arid the trial \ will be 
passed/* r ~ 

" Oh no," thought Isidore, " it wifl but 
have begun V 9 * 

" One 
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f fr One more obstruction surmounted/' 
pursued his conductor, " and the dungeon- 
of the Signor k attained." 
i " Am- 1 then, so near Di Rinaldini ?■*' 
sighed Isidore, as the quickened pulsation 
of his hearty spreading over his cheek the*, 
rosy thrill: of pleasure, banished from me- 
mory all sense but exnltatioh~ * • 
. " 'Tis a £afl, damp, dismal place, to her 
sure," continued Biagio ; poor gentle- 
man !" and a tear fell upon the rough 
cheek of the soldier ; •* the ;Virgifi knows I* 
feel for hi* situation,", I, pity his sufferings/* 

The soul of Isidore registered that tear 
— " Shduld prosperity ever dawn on my 
prospects/ 1 he thought, as* he felt in his 
bosom f^r the only valuable he possessed, 
words, shall udt alone express my oblL- 
• gation/** 

It was a small emerald cress, the gift of 
the departed Eusebia; it is true, friend- 
e&- ship- 
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ship experienced a momentary pang in 
the resignation, but gratitude superseded 
that pang with a smile—-" No/* said Bia- 
gio* putting aside the proffered gift, " I 
accept no bribe—I own no motive but 
eom passion.** 

" Tis not a bribe/* rejoingd the pil- 
grim ; " 'tts the offering of regard — 'tis 
fhe pledge, should Heaven wifl -it, of fu- 
ture benefits.'* 

" Return it to your bosom/* replied 
the soldier ; " and know, that the service 
humanity suggested* accepts no compete 
sation." 

Isidore, pressing his hand in silent ac^ 
knowledgment, replaced the little toy in 
its former sanctuary. Again they paused;, 
for their passage was now barred by a door, 
as strongly grated as the one they had 
first entered — " Who passes?" demanded 
% hoarse voice. 

n Friends/' was the reply. 

" Justice/* 
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. r * Justice," exclaimed the sentinel. 

" Mercy " answered Biagio, and the 
dbor was opened. 

" We are nearly at the end of our jour- 
ney/' said the guide, as the winding of the- 
passage hid the sentinel from sight ; " yon- 
der is my station — a few steps further, and- 
we shall behold the dungeon of the 
Signor.'* 

4t Sancta Mam ! M trembled on the lips* 
©f Isidore; and, with an hysteric sob, he 
added, " Have you apprized the Signor <?f 
my visit ?" 

*< No/' said Biagio ; " where was the* 
good, when the possibility existed of the 
whole scheme being overthrown ? it would* 
but have added disappointment to affile- - 
lion." 

"True/* murmured Isidore, hurrying: 
forward. 

" Remember/' said th&sotdier, C€ in one 
hour the conference must end." 

" In one hour — only one^KmuN!'* re* 
proach fully. filtered Isidore. 

bv4 '*Na- 
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" Np more," replied Biagio; <r at the 
expiration of that time, I can no longer 
answer for our safety — remember, if dis- 
covered, we are all alike involved." 

With a heavy sigh the pilgrim acqui- 
esced, while his quick short breathing, as 
{he soldier applied the massy key to the 
lock, bespoke agitation bordering on 
agony. Still wrapped in the folds of his * 
cloak, scarcely able to support his totter- 
ing forra > as he clung to the damp cold 
side of the dungeon, Isidore looked wildly 
around — a lamp hung in the centre, whose 
feeble ray,, penetrating the darkened ex- 
tremity, shone faintly on the hard bed of 
the prisoner. Biagio had retired, and the 
lock, shooting into its ward, sounded a 
dismal confirmation of security. Pressing 
his hand upon his henrt, as if to allay its 
throbbings, with faltering steps he ap- 
proached the bed, on which, stretched in 
unquiet slumber, he beheld the form of 
Di Rinaldini. — Tears of horror, of indig- 
nation* 
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nation, of regret, streamed from his burn- ' 
kig eyes, as, on the arm which supported 
the head of the sleeper; he beheld the dis^ 
graceful symbols of bondage — " Chains !" 
shuddering, and a sickening spasm bleach* 
ed his features — " Chains ! merciful Hea- 
ven-!" but, with returning composure— 
" Your chains, Di Rinaldini, shackle your 
arms, but the chains of your hidden ac- 
cuser will fester on- his soul L^yes, you 
can sleep, because the calm 'of angel* 
purhy hovers around your pillow; he— ■ 
alas! one short hour alone is mine, and 1 
shall I wa^le a precious moment on a being 
so accursed, so ungracious?— Huberto!" 

" Who calls-?-" demanded the prisoner.. 

" Look up/' faltered Isidore. 

" Hah ! a Dominican * brother — think 
notj father, by thus meanly, stealing on my 
"privacy, to rob me of a secret: 1 have sworn 
to, conceal." 

* u You are mistaken," said the pilgrim ; 
" 'tis not a monk," throwing back his 
cowl, " 'tis " 

b 5 " Isidore 1? 
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44 Isidore 1" interrupted the astonished 
Di Rinaldinl; " Isidore ! dear, but cruel 
friend, why do I see you here?* 

Panting, trembling, blushing, the pil- 
grim sprung forward, and sunk upon his 
bosom. He could not speak; he could 
not utter the wild incoherence of his jdy ; 
he could only weep, as he turned his burn- 
ing face from the eager glance of his; 
friend. 

"•In a situation so replete wkh danger,*** 
pursued Huberfo, « a- situation- guarded 
at every pass by the slaves of tyranny^ 
how could a being so defenceless, so> 
powerless, gain admittance ?" 
, " Humanity," replied Isidore, u is an 
impartial guest, fostered in the breast of 
the peasant as the prince; a guest wJiicfr 
shuns not even the rough harbour 'of art 
inquisitorial gtard — and friendship, sweetly 
smiling, persevering, dauntless friendship^ 

admits 
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admits no common bar to check her pro* 
gress." 

" True — but, alas> Isidore !" sighed Di 
Rinaldini, as, grasping * his hand, he re- 
clined his aching head on the shoulder of 
the pilgrim ; €C alas ! my beloved friend, 
there wanted only this to complete the^ 
measure of my wretchedness. Just Hea- 
ven ! I would hzve suffered alone, and< 
your unguarded tenderness— — " 

The youth started.. 

" Thiiik not I breathe reproach — ntv • 
.strange, wonderful boy, even now, 'tis, 
with amazement I own,. but for you, life 
was a void, a dreary chearless prospect ; . 
but for you, the flight of time was tardy, 
was comfortless — you came, you robbed 
my sotil of its griefs — you imperceptibly 
called up the balm of resignation, the 
smile of casual cheerfulness — you stole 

into its tenderest folds " 

aft «l— ir 
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u I— I !" interrupted the almost breath- 
less Isidore. 

" And now/' resumed Di Rinaldini, re- 
gardless of the observation, " now you 
dash all ray boasted resolution; all my per- 
severing firmness, to the ground ; now 
you fill me with yielding sorrow, with 
struggling reluctance.. Ah ! think, can I 
bear to see the last, the cherished being 
whom insatiate fate has left, dragged into 
the very vortex of my misfortunes ? — can I 
see that being dying, tortured* racked* be- 
cause my deadly love has stamped him with 
its bitterness? — Fly, Isidore, fly from a 
wretch so fatal ! — Adelheida loved, and 
was lost — fly, and save my honour — stay, 
and stamp me a coward \" 

" Fly V articulated Isidoce, as the heav- 
ing sobs of anguish almost checked utter- 
ance;, "fly! no — noy Huberto; mine is 
no eommon influence, no casual start of 
sentiment. Spurred by the inspiration of 
Providence, I left Montranzo — I flew to 

Fossom- 
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Fossombrohe, to rescue a persecuted, in- 
jured being from misery — to save the 
noblest heart Nature ever enshrined in a 
liuman breast. You must live — you^must 
be happy — the world has ^claims upon 
your bounty. Ah ! surely you will not 
be less complying than your guard ?— Hur- 
berto, I knelt to him for mercy, and he 
heard me; surely, when 1 supplicate for 
more than life, when, in the sorrow of my 
soul, lowly I bend, you will not spurn me 
from you ? M 

" Spurn you, Isidore ! how little do 
you know my heart ! Spurn you, my 
comforter, my trusted, truest, tendetest 
friend ! Ah no ! I would shidd you from 
the. breath of danger — I -would hide you, 
from the eye of suspicion— 'tis for your 
safety I would bid you fly — nature, and a 
sister's claim,, is binding — remember, if ' 
you are taken, Hemelfride is lost !" 

" When Huberto fills" murmured the 
pilgrim,, " then is Hemelfride lqst ia- 
deed!" 

"What 
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" What mean you, Isidore ?" 

* c I cannot solve my meaning/* replied - 
the youth ; « this alone be satisfied to hear 
— Hemelfride knows the vile, theground- 
less accusation, which confines you in this 
loathsome prison— Hemelfride knows her 
own persecuting, her. own: ruthless fate, 
has involved him who would have been 
her protector. She has a soul worthy Di 
Rinaldini's friendship, and on the day of 
trial, in the face of legions of foes, fear- 
less, unshrinking, writ she rush into tite 
assembly, and prove the allegation false." 

"No, no; think not to subdue me by 
Jdle fears/* said Huberto ; " she dares not 
do so — her woman's heart wpuld shrink in . 
the performance. What ! fly into the very , 
jaws of that sepulchre, she with so much 
pains- has shunned ! and for what? not to 
save a life, Isidore, for there her rash ge- 
nerosity, her romantic frenzy, would not • 
avail — murder, like a damning blot, presses • 
on my character ; and an oath, sacred and 

inviolable,. 
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inviolafetej. seals my Hps from justifica- 
tion," 

" Huberto, your reliance is faint/' said 
the pilgrim ; " learn, that necessity and 
nature have subdued the woman's weak- 
ness—in the shape of virtue, Hemelfride 
clares do any thing; and, trust jne, she 
will keep her word. Listen then' to my 
proposals ; yield to my arguments, and 
both alike are saved.-— In this disguise F 
passed the guards unquestioned — give me 
your garments, wrap yourself in this cowl 
and scapulars—fly, and — ah ! start not, look 
not so terrible ! what have I said ? Hu- 
feerto, how you frown F Remember, in 
your death tyranny commits a double 
murder ; for, by the throne of Grace ! by 
the all-searching eye of Justice ! I swear 
never to survive the execution of your 
sentence ! M 

" ¥¥om which of my actions," demand- 
ed' E)i Itifiafdirii, in a reproachful tone, 
" could you form a project so disgraceful ? 
MA&te, you hfcte wounded me indeed — 
3 Fly! 
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Fly ! and, for the vile privilege to breathe, 
doom to destruction the being whose 
friendship constitutes my sole consolation ! 
merciful Heaven ! there, where most vuTr 
nerable, there does, the shaft rankle — my 
honour — ah L surely my honour might 
have been spared I" 

/. The loud sobs of th? pHgrim dissipated 
resentment— overcome, tears pf c gratitudei 
of softened tenderness, chased ea<;h other 
down the cheeks of Hyberto ; and, claspr 
ing the trembling boy to his bosom, he 
said-—" Forgive me, when,: carried away 
by momentary passion, I acknowledge to 
have overlooked the sentiment which in- 
spired the proposition* Yes, generous* 
noble, disinterested Isidore, never, but 
with life,, shall the remembrance be 
effaced." 

" But yet the effort avails nQt,V faltered 1 
the desponding youth, " and in-a few shorf 
minutes we part* for ever." •> 

" Say not for ever, Isidore ; in Heqyen 

we 
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we shall meet, to. part no more — live for : 
your sister; live for the sake of duty and 
of nature — remember me as one whom 
esteem singled out, as one whom friend- 
ship would have saved> but " 

" Talk not of nature/' wildly interrupt- 
ed the youth; " what his nature to do 
with me.? I have no reliance, no claim ; 
the anchor Heaven gave shrinks from my! 
feeble hold, and mocks my struggles for 
safety — hark ! they come to drag me from 
you ! merciful Heaven ! can my brain sus- : 
tain this anguish ? Part — and for ever ! 
Huberto, how. cool you look ! is it indtf-^ 
ference that sits upon your features ? or, 
do you call it fortitude? would I could 
boast that fortitude ! Oh Fate, Fate ! will, 
you not stop until you have wrought de- 
struction?" 

" Isidore," said Di Rinaldini, snatching 
the arm of the almost frantic youth, " sub- 
due not my boasted resolution ; let not 
rage, or grief, imbitter my few remaining 
hours of life, I had hoped calmness and 

resig- 
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resignation were my own — I had hoped 
sorrow had ceased to wound, joy to cheat 
me with her fallacious rays — I had hoped 
• in this world misfortune, calamity, and 
woe, were wearing to a close. Think me 
cold ; think me indifferent ; think that op- 
pression bars frozen the energy of action 
condemn me, scorn me~— but oh, i# mercy* 
leave me ! M 

Isidore sobbed ; he threw a wild glance 
around Ihe dungeon, struck his spread- 
hand upon his forehead, and articulated— 
" Never/* ' 

"Alas!" resumed Huberto, " as one 
struggling on a stormy sea, tossed, driven, 
overwhelmed, turns hk eyes from the 
rough surges, and rests on the faintly de- 
scried harbour of his hopes, so was my 
soul fixed on Heaven — ye*i come — ybir 
-call me back to care — you doom me to a 
secorfd death, a death more lingering, more 
insupportable than man's invention cart- 
devise. Oh, Isidore! you, you are my 

enmy 
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enemy— ^for you would I wish to live— » 
through you will tyranny exult in ray 
weakness/' 

*• Your, enemy !" repeated Isidore, in 
accents of the most pathetic sadness; 
€t holy Mary ! your enemy i Could my 
eyes but speak the feelings of my heart — 
could they, as a mirror, reflect my inmost 
thoughts, what would they not decipher t 
They would tell you/' burying his face 
in hie hands, ''a truth so sad, so mournful j 
they would tell you*— 9h ! my soul labours, 
it struggles hard for utterance— yet, yet 
I cannot speak it-~thefee is a storm within—* 
there is a secret, Huberto, 'tis for mercy 
1 implore — save me in yourself— can you 
forsake me for ever ? can you doom me 
to horror, ' to despair, to raging, raging 
madness ? God of nature V throwing a 
frenzied dook to Heaven, " shall I drop 
the cloak h shall I reveal the wretched 
progress of my ruin ? No, do, no ; he 
will despise, he will condemn me ; pain, 

misery*. 



20 



DI MOKTRANZaJ 



misery, death, all, all can I endure; but 
not his scorn." > 

Di Rinaldini continued silent ; .his arms 
were j folded on his breast, and his eyes 
fixed on the chains which ma'haciefl them. • 

. " The moments fly/' continued the 
youth; " Biagio 'will . return, md the 
choice of action 'will .-be' parsed. ; Th^ejf 
wilt mot,: they cannot harm me ; ? ,1 arrf 
above their malice, above their power; 
I never beheld the Signora Ad^lheiila — I 
cannot be* accused of imurder. . To* 
morrow, "wfie'n,' thef dome to drag you 
before the tribunal;, to-morrow, when, 
♦hey discover {he deception, you will be 
' in safety- — you will be beyond the reach 

of their power, and I '* > \ 

" Isidore/* interrupted^ Hubert©; witli 
unusual firmneiss, f s I Rave* once pardoned- 
the proposition ; start itno more ; labour 
not to brand me with dishariour/ I: could 

wish* 
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wsh, in the.bdsdm of my'frien,d,. to leave 
tny nahie unsullied-^-! could wish to by 
me gently down, to feel the deep ,calra 
sleep off death petvade my. soul, unpacked 
by one iteprovingsting of memory." \ ... 
1> ".'T& die J" groaned Isidore ; " to ex- 
pire] in iorture— to. expiate another's crime 
—to be lost to the world — to b£ loit tq 
me for everf-^ to be the: sport of calamity 
— to be plugged into* a -dungeon, so dark? 
so damp, so desolate, yet. to spurn the glim- 
mering clue to freedom ! Oh God ! soften 
his heart ! yield him to my persuasions ! — 
Nay, turn not away I will kneel, I will 
cling to you, Iiub<?rto, though, with cruel 
scorn, you<lashme the earth, I will shbr£ 
the. doom I cannot avert. , Think not. to 
drive me hence," in the quick tone of 
distracted Wildness; " bo, no, I will not 
go— I : am resolved to die.— these chains / 
shall join us; it, will be: a doiibte murder ; 
but no matter, on their souls our blood , 
will .rest Doubt not my courage; 'tis 
easy to die ; 'tis nothing to relinquish life, 

whea 
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when hope is blasted. Hubertd, tremble 
not for me — death has no horrors few the 
broken heart! 1 * 

u Father of mercy!" articulated Di 
Rinaldini, raising in his arms the- still 
kneeling form of the pilgrim, " what 
force of friendship ! what strength of -af* 
fection is here !" ^ 

€€ Of friendship !" repeatcfd Isidore, with 
ft frenzied laugh ; " of friendship t sure 
you are blind, or nature, or sympathy, 

or " faintly he shrieked, for the heavy 

bars of the door were unloosed, and Biagio 
entered the dungeon* 

" The hour is almost expired," he said ; 
* vrtien f knock at th* door, be prepared 
to return, for the change of the watch is 
at hand." ' • 

Isidore replied not ; he dung tighter 
to the nearly as agitated liuberto, and 
buried his face in his . bosom. The<paaset 
was agonizing ; with a heavy sigh, Di 
Rinaldini a broke it—" Isidore," he exclaim- 
ed, 
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<id, " the moment of separation is at hand; 
one single effort, and the conflict is past ; 
prepare to attend the summons — fly* quit 
this hated prison — fly, leave me to my 
fate ! Would to Heaven the heart of 
Biagio had been less relenting ! would to 
Heaven this trial had been spared ! Oh, 
exquisite misery ! oh, excess of anguish ! 
my own fortitude misgives me — I feel — I 
acknowledge myself a coward." 

" Blessed intimation of pity !" mur- 
mured Isidore ; " you are softened — you 
weep. Ah ! think of the days we have 
passed together — think of the sweet inter- 
course of friendship — think of the mo- 
ments which gave me to your care — think, . 
H uber to, of my gratitude — think of ray x 
affection — think of my tenderness, and 
say not we must parti" 

" Alas !" said Di Rinaldini, in mournful 
accents, " where lies. the alternative ?" 
. " In your heart it lies," eagerly rejoined 
the pilgrim ; " take in the pleader ; give 
him but room in this dungeon, and, with 

your 



DI MONTRAKZO. 

your habitation, he will share your pangs 
— ecstasy of bliss! rapture supreme! to 
lighten one sigh- of sorrow, to avert one 
afflicting thought!" 

" Poor boy !" sighed Huberto, gazing 
on the transient expression of animation 
which enlightened the beauteous features 
of the youth ; " poor boy ! you know not 
the coercion of power— you know not 
the malignancy of man. But a few hours 
would the dear-bought indulgence be per- 
mitted — the slaves of oppression would 
tear you from me, and separate dungeons 
-would resound our groans !" 

€€ Ah no; my friend !" rejoined- Isidore ; 
u your fears outrage probability ; my sighs, 
my tears, will soften even their obdtfracy 
— I shall but ask to share your dungeon ; 
the barbarians cannot blast a hope so 
harmless." 

" 'Tis I should be fhe barbarian, to in- 
volve you in my ruin," said Di Rinaldini. 
g * Isidore, spare me a further struggle — it 
cannot be." 

"It 
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" It must — it shall be!" vehemently; 
" no force, no power/ shall drag me 
hence." 

" Rash boy ! restrain a violence so in- 
effectual ; restrain a frenzy, which must 
involve us all. If pot for yourself — if not^ 
for me, at least for the unfortunate being 
who conducted you hither, who will fall a 
victim to his humanity, at least for him,' 
listen to the voice of reason. Alas ! where 
is the firmness I once so much admired ? 
where the fortitude I once so justly 
praised ?" 

" Tis you who have conquered all/' 
faltered Isidore, .as recollection softened 
his heart, and the wild stare of frenzy 
yielded to tears ; u 'twas for you that for- 
titude was exerted — 'tis in your sufferings 
that fortitude expires. Yes, it does; it 
has expired, and for ever — peace will re-r 
tura*no more— the past, the future, both, 
both alike are deary. Holy Mother!" 
for the signal was now given, and Isidore, 

vol. iv. c with 
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with the strength of desperation, clung to 
the arm of his friend; "'holy Mother! 
the knell of fate is sounded ! Again — oh, 
cruel, selfish Biagio ! fo grudge me this 
short moment I" 

" Let us away/' said the soldier, entering 
the dungeon ; u no time is to be lost — if 
discovered, my life, Signor, wilt be the 
forfeit of my breach of trust." 

Isidore heard him not; his spirits had 
died away, and, but for the support oT 
Huberto, he must have fallen on the earth. 

" I must bear him hence," exclaimed 
the alarmed Biagio ; c< Stephano relieves 
my post, and Stephano calls compassion 
cowardice — if he sees the poor boy, all is- 
lost." 

" Soft, he breathes," said Di Rinaldini, 
relinquishing him to the care of the sen- 
tinel ; " the air, the motion, may restore 
him. Be gentle, be tender, Biagio. Now," 

clasping 
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clasping his hands, and raising his tearful 
eyes to heaven, « now the* keenest sting of 
fate is past !" 

Possibly the shrill clank of the chains, 
or, perhaps, the careful violence of Bia- 
gio, recalled animation, for scarce had 
they reached the door of the dungeon, 
when Isidore opened his eyes. Strug- 
gling, he shrunk from the arms of the sol- 
dier, and would again have fled to the 
bosom of his friend, had he not, wjth a 
firm grasp, restrained him : he shrjeked, 
but Biagio loosened not his hold ; he im- 
plored, but Biagio continued firm — " Life 
is too precious, to be quietly relinquish- 
ed/' said the soldier. " By St. Mary ! 
had I suspected this resistance, I would 
not have yielded to your prayers. Peace, 
boy ! peace !" for again Isidore murmur- 
ed a supplication. ; 

" Have pity on him," said Huberto ; 
u reverence his sorrows — and, oh ! for one 
short moment, give him to my arms ! " 

c 2 '* Where 
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" Wfiere am I ? where is Di Rinaldini 
exclaimed the pilgrim ; " is it his voice 
which consoles me ? is it his. voice which 
breathes the soft accents of mercy ? Me- 
thought/' with a mixture of solemnity and 
wildness, Cc the barrier was passed, and hope 
had no more to offer; methought HubeYto 
.was a saint in Heaven — was with Eusebia,. 
and I alone was left to wander. Ah ! I re- 
' member it all ; it was a §ad scene. She told 
me, in the world, my greatest enemy would 
be sensibility ; that, innocent and unsuspec- 
ting, love would prove the scorpion-stmg 
of peace. Yes, I was forewarned, and 
yet I fell— Eusebia died, and I wept in 
anguish— Huberto dies, and* my heart is 
broken !" , 

"Alas! what is to be done?" sighed 
Di Rinaldini ; €€ sorrow has disturbed the 
sanity of his mind, and the arguments of 
reason are ineffectual." 

" Something must be done, however," 
sullenly muttered Biagio; " I hear the 
last quarter cliimc, and fhe watch will 

spon 



DI MONTRANZO. . 2& 

soon be changed — in a few minutes, ex- 
ertion will be useless/' 

Di Rinaldini, with an effort of despair, 
sprung from the agonizing grasp of Isi- 
dore — " Take him from hence/* he ex- 
claimed, in a voice almost suffocated. 

The youth fell upon the earth — u Oh. 
God!" he shrieked: " learn first my mo- 
tive; then, if you have a heart to spurn 
me, I am gone. In. a moment like this, 
surely there can be no crime in acknow- 
ledging all — Huberto, I am not what I 
would appear — I am not the being you 
take me for — I arn 

<( Mad !" interrupted. Biagio, snatching 
him in his arms, and rushing from the 
dungeon. 
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CHAP. II. 

1 tell thee— I have shook hands with hope* 
And all my thoughts are— —horror 1 

Row*. 

Tnt danger of discovery was past, ere Isi- 
dore was sensible of his situation. Under 
the cover of night, breathless with haste, 
Biagio fled, and through unfrequented 
passages, reverberating the- hollow groans 
of anguish, the hoarse clank of chains, and 
the heavy footsteps of the sentinels above, 
reached the eastern portal — u The Virgin 
be praised, you are returned !" said the 
anxious Jacquenetta, who, with her mo- 
ther, feeling for the distressed situation of 
their interesting guest, had lingered be- 
neath 
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neath the prison walls. cr Poor boy ! his 
tender heart will be almost broken ; he 
will want comfort, and Biagio must re- 
turn to his post." 

" Is it you, mother ? is it you, Jacque- 
netta ?" questioned the soldier; "by tha 
Mass ! I would sooner encounter a host of 
foes, than such another scene ! Take 
charge of the bov, for I must away/' 

" Holy St. Benedict!" articulated the 
dame, " is the. poor boy dead ? Why, 
Biagio, he hangs across your shoulder, just 
like a corse ! Oh, Jesu Maria ! what has 
happened ? what has killed him ?" • 

^.Don't question me," replied Biagio; 
" I dare riot stay. — See, he revives; he 1 
has only fainted; take him, mother, sister ; 
if I am missed from my post, my ruin 
certain/' 

A broken sigh, and a feeble effort to 
stand, was the only intimation : of return- 
ing life. Isidore spoke not ; the soothing 
c 4 expres- 
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expressions of the dame, the sympathizing 
tenderness of Jacquenetta, were alike dis- 
regarded ; but when the postern closed, 
when the heavy lock shot into its ward; 
then did recollection for a moment flash ; 
then were his lips convulsed with the deep 
moan of anguish. Supported on either 
side by the friendly cottagers, mechani- 
cally he moved forwards. The night was 
dark and cold; the wind, in hollow mur- 
murs, groaned through the clustering 
branches of the thickly scattered beech, 
oak, and che&nute, which fringed the bor- 
ders of the Metremo ; here and there, a 
solitary star sparkled through the heavy 
clouds, but the disk of the moon was 
veiled. The massy walls, the fortified 
turrets, the jutting ramparts of the prison, 
mingled with the general shadow, and 
lost their gigantic outline in^obscurity — 
" Though small, contrasted with the gloom 
without, this cottage is comfortable," said 
Jacquenetta, opening the door; " come, 

sit 
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sit down, Isidore, and I will fetch a flask 
of Pesaro wine; it will cheer your 
spirits." ; 

<€ And then we will lead you to Can- 
ziano's bed," tenderly pronounced the 
dame, €t and in the morning you will 
awaken quite well/^ ' 

Isidore answered by a convulsive sigh, 

fc I feared the scene would be too much 
for his spirits," whispered Jacquenetta ; 
^ " poor youth ! he looks so delicate, the 
sight of the chains, and the groans of the 
prisoners, were enough to frighten him/' 

Isidore raised his eyes, and fixed them, 
with an unmeaning stare, on the speaker. 

" You look so pale, and so melancholy," 
-she continued, taking his hand ; " Holy 
Mary! and you are so cold; it teniae* 
xne to see you." 

" Then you never saw misery," quickly 
c 5 articulated 
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articulated the pilgrim ; and he breathed a 
shuddering sob, which startled Jacque- 
netta. " Poor girl ! 'tis all to come — I 
was once like you." 

" Ah ! and you will be so again," ob- 
served the dame ; " you are young, and 
Fate has many years of happiness in 
store." 

" Not if they murder him !" exclaimed 
Isidore ; " murder ! oh* God ! 'tis a fear- 
ful word ; but what else can I call it ? he 
is innocent ; his mind is pure, is spotless 
as Heaven's angels; he gave shelter to a 
wretch who craved it — is that sacrilege? 
he softened the dying pangs of his wife- 
is that murder ?" 

4( Why then do you tremble for his 
safety ?" asked Jaequenetta ; fe surely the in- 
nocent need not fear a trial." 

" Fear!" repeated the pilgrim; "ah! 
you do not know him ; he scorns fear; 
he scorns life — had he felt fear, I could 
saved him " 

" Yon ?" 
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" You ?" questioned the dame ; " you 
could have saved his life?" 

" Yes/' mournfully, " but he does not 
value it; he throws it away; he casts it 
from him ; and yet he says he loves me — 
man is a strange, strange compound t 
Oh !" with a heavy sigh, " I would I had 
died with Eusebia !" 

" Your lips are parched/* said Jacque- 
netta ; " do taste this wine." 

'\ Wine !" murmured Isidore, pushing ft 
from him ; €€ no, no ; take it to the prison 
— Huberto has water — Huberto has straw to 
rest upon — Huberto breathes thecolddamp 
air of contagion — but don't say I sent it ; if 
you do he will not take it — I offered him life, 
but he would not take it. But he sleeps; 
though his hands are chained, and his 
cheeks are wan, he sleeps sounder than 
his accuser." 

" Who is his accuser ?" asked the com- 
passionating Jacquenetta. 

" The owner of the dagger," said Isi* 
dore ; " the pretended spirit. He thought 
c 6 to 
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to escape me, but I saw him fly ; I saw 
him cross the chamber ; 4 had I slept a 
moment longer, that dagger would have 
been an eternal opiate to my feelings — he 
came to murder me> and then perhaps 
they would have accused the Signor." 

" To murder you !" repeated the dame ; 
" alas ! you are ill ; you know not what 
you say." 

" I believe I am ill," sighed Isidore. 
u I have a strange feeling here," raising his 
hand to his head ; " it seems as though a 
Taging fire consumed my brain; and my 
eyes too are burning — I could weep once, 
but now I cannot shed a tear." 

"You will be well in the mCrning," 
said Jacquenetta ; " your spirits have been 
violently agitated ; rest and reflection — " 

" Reflection !" hastily ; " oh no ! I can- 
not bear reflection ; it will drive me mad ; 
it will tell me what I was, and what I am. 
I never had a parent ; but I had a friend, 
so tender, so good, so affectionate— she 
died, sweet soul ! Heaven gave me ano- 
6 ther ; 
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ther ; he dies, and my prospects are de- 
solate." 

• c No, he will not die/' exclaimed the 
dame, eager to sooth him ; " God suffers 
not the guilty to triumph ; the life of the 
innocent is his peculiar care." 

The heavy eyes of Isidore were agam 
fixed upon her, with that mingled expres- 
' sion of wildness and anguish, which seems 
conscious of its infirmity, yet struggling 
for collection. 

c< I tell you he will be saved ; he will 
be acquitted." 

4S Oh no, he will riot !" mournfully re- 
joined Isidore ; " for he has made a vow, 
and, not to dear his earthly fame, would 
he break it." 

" A vow !" repeated the dame. 

" Yes, he has sworn to conceal the 
murderer." 

€t Then there was murder?" said Jacque- 
netta, in fearful accents. 

"I sup- 
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" I supposed so," laying his hand upon 
his forehead. " Vannina said she was 
murdered — but remember there was no 
blood ; if there had been blood, the dag- 
ger must have been rusty." 

" You torture your mind withf such 
dreadful images/' said the dame ; " do 
let me lead you to Canziano's bed ; I will 
watch by you. If you could only sleep, 
you would be better." 

Isidore suffered her to take his passive 
hand ; he raised himself from the chair, 
and tottered across the room ; but, sud-^ 
denly pausing — " You must not watch 
me," said he ; " indeed I cannot bear it. 
It will be long, very long, before I sleep; 
why should you squander the blessing of 
repose ?" 

Jacquenetta bore the lamp ; she assisted 
her mother in forcing him gently forward; 
but not all their entreaties could induce 
him to divest himself of his clothes. 

"No, 
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" No, ho," franticly; " I willlay 
•down and watch ; I tell you, I must attend 
the trial." 

" But we will call you/' said the dame, 
entering at once into his feelings,, and 
. striving to cheat him into compliance, 

"Perhaps not," he quickly rejoined; 

you know the happy can sleep. If I 
should be too late, the Signor will accuse 
me of negligence." 

" Sainted Virgin !" sighed Jacquenetta, 
" his senses are quite gone !" 
? " My senses, silly girl !" raising himself 
,©n his elbow ; « alas ! my senses are too 
acute; I can remember all — the dungeon 

—his chains — yes, and his tears too he 

wept over me— he pressed me to his heart 
—he talked of th<e force of friendship— 
friendship!" with a sickly smile; "'tis 
.clear -he dives 'not beneath the veil/ Oh 
♦yes, I remember it all — if I was mad, you 
know, I must have forgotten it." 



Weary, 
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Weary, exhausted, his head again pres- 
sed the pillow, and Jacquenetta, stealing 
softly to his side, gazed, in silent admira*- - 
tion, on the burning hectic of his cheeks.. 
His eyes were still fixed in a vacant stare, 
and his lips still murmured the incoherent 
wanderings of imagination, t An hour 
passed away ; the clock chimed three ; 
the dame had quitted the chamber, and r 
save from the hollow blast without, silence 
reigned around. The short quick breath- 
ing of the invalid had gradually subsided 
into calmer respiration ; his eyes had 
-closed, and the benign influence of sleep 
bad insensibly exerted its sway. Jacque- 
netta bent forward ; she gazed attentively 
/on his perfect features, and mentally pray- 
ed for bis returning sanity. 'Suddenly a 
alight convulsion passed over the coun- 
tenance of the sleeper ; tears stole through 
his closed eye-lids ; his lips murmured the 
name of Hubertv-*-" Dearest, best of 
human beings t" he distinctly articulated,, 

" your 
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r€ your truth, your friendship, your sor- 
rows, have I worn in my heart's co^e, and 
now njmst we separate." 

Again he was silent ; but still his tears 
flowed. Jacquenetta, with almost breath- 
less caution, watched him, marked the 
quick return bf anguish ; his lips quivered ; 
a half repressed shriek gained utterance — 
(t Is it too late? is he dead?" and,. start- 
ing, he awoke. 

Jacquenetta sprung to his side ; she 
seated herself on the bed ; she threw her 
arm around him ; she drew, him gently 
towards her ; his head reclined upon her 
shoulder, and he yielded, unresisting, to 
his tears. The terrifying frenzy of dis- 
traction had fled; the burning agony of 
his brain had subsided; the inflamed 
energy of passi6n, so lately subduing the 
barrier of reason, vanished, as the sluices 
of sensibility opened, and the gentle 
meekness of endurance, the pious influ- 
ence 
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ence of patience, returned — " Thank Hear- 
ten, it is but a dream!" he sobbed; " I 
thought I was again in the prison ; I 
thought I held the expiring form of Hu- 
berto in my arms; I thought I feU .his 
heart's blood flow upon my hands — Mo- 
ther of God !" shuddering ; " but it is a 
dream," and again his sobs and tears re- 
doubled. 

Jacquenetta suffered him to weep, -with- 
out once whispering consolation or re- 
proof ; she hailed his tears the happy har- 
bingers of restored "in tellect„.nor hesitated 
compliance, when he petitioned her de- 
parture. 

Freed from the restraint of observation, 
Isidore quitted the bed, and moved to- 
wards the casement ; he threw it open ; 
the See circulation of air, the dewy cool- 
ness of morning, seemed to revive him. 
He looked eagerly around, but the dark 
walls of the prison met not his view ; a 

level 
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level plain, soft as the velvet carpet of 
luxury, and thickly dotted with pansied 
violets, wild thyme, lavender, rosemary, 
and balm, spread itself before the cottage. 
To the right rose the stately towers and 
high building of Fossombrone ; while, at 
no considerable distance, could be distin- 
guished, monuments of its ancient splen- 
dour, peering through groves of palmetos, 
cypress, chesnut, scarlet oak, and mul- 
berry, the mourning emblems of Lom- 
bardian fury. Here and there, the troubled 
waves of the Metremo, rolling rapidly 
through their grassy borders, disappeared 
in the clusteVing fold of vegetation, and 
again sparkling amidst thickets of juniper 
and lentisk, proudly watered interspersed 
plantations of olives and citrons. The 
contrasted view of cultivation, with the 
savage features, the romantic sublimity of 
Appefinine wilds, the rising orb of day 
gradually dispefsing the densed vapours of 
night, the peaceful habitation of con-* 
tented industry, the plaintiye tinkling 

of 
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of the *heep-bell, and the lowing herd of 
browsing cattle, perfected a picture, -whose 
perspective closed in the dark outline, and 
snow-clad heads of distant mountains. 
Short was the lapse of sorrow in the breast 
of the pilgrim ; short thd impulse of fancy 
which called him from himself ; Huberto, 
in his dungeon, superseded the contend- 
ing be&uties of the landscape, and awaken-* 
ed the ready burst oT sensibility — " Alas 1 
the beloved Ulasions of hope are fled I" 
he articulated ; " the blissful visions of 
expectation are blasted I Oh> my friend I 
oh, my preserver ! have I beheld you for 
the last time f are" you lost to me fo* 
ever?" 

- His tears, his *obs redoubled ; a sicken- 
ing sensation pressed upon his heart, and 
palsied the feeble efforts of anticipation. 
Alas ! the future had nothing to offer ; 
barren, dreary, it defied the vivid flights 
of imagination, an<J closed in appalling 
horror; his humid eyes rested on the dis- 
tant 
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tant chain of the Appennines, mingling 
with the horizon — they recalled Mon- 
-tranzo— they recalled a thousand melan- 
tholly sensations; in idea, he beheld its 
stately battlements, its spiral turrets, hi 
watch-towers, its solitary grandeur; but 
all alike had ceased to charm, for ftt 
Rinaldini no longer smiled a welcome— 
<c Holy Mother *'* he exclaimed, " to him 
for ever are its portals closed !" 

He perceived not the entrance of the 
dame and Jacquenetta, till th£y had readi- 
ed his side ; ndy, even then he noticed 
not the interruption, till the anxious en- 
quiries of interest demanded a response— 
" You have been very ill said the 
dame. 

" Yes/' sighed Isidore, " and the cause 
is not removed/' 

• 4f Indeed it is/' she rejoined, taking his 
hand ; <c the fever is quite gone, and your 
eyes have lost all their wildness." 

Isidore" 
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Isidore forced a mournful smile. 

" Last night/' said Jacquenetta, leading 
to the outer apartment, " you sighed so 
heavy, and talked so strangely about 
daggers, and blood, and murder, that you 
terrified us both. Poor soul ! your senses 
were quite gone, and your cheeks were 
as red as the blossoms of the pomegra- 
nate." 

" Did I only talk of daggers, blood, and 
murder ?" anxiously demanded the youth. 

" Blessed saints, yes !" rejoined Jac- 
quenetta; " you talked of the Signor's 
dungeon, and of your own feelings ; and, 
besides, you talked of a friend you had 
lost — I think you called her"— hesitating. 

" Eusebia," pronounced the dame. 

" True, mother, it was Eusebia ; you 
said you wished you had died with her." 

'* Was that all I said?" exclaimed Isi- 
dore, grasping the arm of the astonished 
girl, and gazing, with alarmed importunity, 

in 
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m her face ; " tell me, was that all I 
said?" " 

"Alas!" faltered Jacquenetta, again 
trembling for his reason, " you do. not 
know me." 

u Yes, I know you," resumed Isidore, 
" you are Jacqueneta; but I know not 
What I said last night."' 

*' You only said that the Signor slept 
upon straw ; that you went to give him 
life, as if, poor youth, you could have 
spirited him through the thick walls of 
the prison ; and and— " 

" Was that , all?" interrupting her; 
" are you sure that was all ?" 

" Indeed you said no more." 

*' Heaven be praised !" fervently ejacu- 
lated Isidore, following from the cham- 
ber. 

t 

Several days passed, and the pilgrim 
still sojourned at the cottage ; - the 
dame and Jacquenetta relaxed not in their 
attentions; and the friendly Biagio was 

, fre>- 
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frequently the bearer of messages between 
him and Di RinaldinL But not all his 
importunities, not all his rhetoric; could 
obtain a second interview ; the soldier 
shuddered at the dangers he had already 
ran, and obstinately resisted his arguments 
and his prayers. Without money, with- 
out interest, unknown, and unfriended, 
the soft hearts of compassion, the guile- 
less children of nature, had yielded him a 
sanctuary; and, musing over the mysteries 
of fate, musing over the persecutions, of 
innocence, Isidore evaded the prying eye- 
of curiosity, for not even the whispers of 
report glanced at the inmate of the cot- 
tage. 

It was on the sixth evening after his 
arrival at Fossombrone, when the last 
trembling ray of splendour lingered in 
the west, and painted, with purple glory, 
the misty bosom of the clouds, that Isi- 
dore, stationed at the opened casement, 
inhaled the balmy breeze, which wantoned 

over 
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over the downy fragrance of a thousand 
blossoms, and listened to the plaintive 
.song of the nightingale, whose f* liquid 
;note$*"' stealing sweetly on the ear, rifled 
one sad sigh from misery ; for sure 

' " If aught ofsotmd the troubled breast cad -tooth, 
• > Artd fwn its cpurse av$rt the tide of grfe£ 
. Ti* eight Ysvwet magician." 

Yet short was the cessation from woe ; 
the scene before him, wrapt in the re- 
posing calm of nature, contrasted so 
•ti'titfugly tot the existing state of his pro- 
spects, that the sting of- reality became 
-more embittered, and gradually softened 
him to tears. Fearless of interruption,, he 
continued to weep, for Jacquenetta had 
Quitted the . c6ttage, and the dame* was 
*elropk>yed at her spinning*wheel. 

The moments passed on leaden wing, and 
ftbegrey gloom of rtwiKghf gradually deep- 
ened^ Di. Rinaldmi's darkened dungeon 
: : vol. iv. t> was 
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was again the scene , of his mental visit*- 
' tion, and the last parting struggfes were 
revived. Alive, not to suspicion, but to 
apprehension, suddenly he started— his 
name was pronounced in the outer apart- 
ment — he sprung to the door — his hand 
trembled upon the latch — it was the voice 
of Biagio— Biagio, who had just come 
from the prison of Huberto ; perhaps the 
bearer of a message; perhaps the har- 
binger of wfce. A quickening blush 
mantled on his cheeks ; bis heart throbbed 
with painful emotion — " Alas! mother, 
I tremble for his fate/ 9 exclaimed the sol* 
dier; " to-morrow, before the sun has 
arisen, he is to be removed from Fossora- 
brone." 

Isidore rushed into the chamber— » #f Tell 
me all J" he implored; ** whiiher would 
they convey htm ? wh*t more have I to 
drewl ?" 

« Tis a sad tale ♦" said Biagio. " Yon 
too must fly ; poor youth f I pity you." 

"Be 
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- * Be brief, be brief !" quickly repeated 
Isidore ; * s suspense is death !" 

€< The charges are of that serious nar 
ture," replied the soldier, " that the Signor 
— sainted Mary 1 you are se agitated, you 
tpn scarcely stand. Some water, good 
mother, or the bay will faint V 9 

Isidore waved his hand to the dame, 
breathed a convulsive sob, clung to the 
arm of Biagib, and besought him to pro* 
ceed. 

w The Signor is to be-removed to Rome," 
&id Biagio. " Scarce an hour ago, an 
epvoy from the Inquisitorial Court ar- 
rived — apt daybreak he quits Fossombrone, 
*nd all the witnesses are cited* to the Holy 
See.'* 

" And I/' murmured Isidore. 

*' You also . are to be seized ;. you, poor 
innocent! as a principal; nay, worse, as 
an abettor in the crime/' 

" What, of murder?" demanded the 
d % youth, 
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youth, and a smile of exulting joy stole 
over his features. ""Of murderi say, am 
I to share the dungeon of Di Rinaldini ?" 

" Not the dungeon, but the sufferings •* 
said the soldier. 

Isidore raised his clasped hands to Hea- 
ven. 

* " ?tfy errand is to save you," eagerly 
pursued Biagio ; *' to-morrow will be too 
late. You have been sought after at the 
Castle of Moiftranzo, and your flight is 
discovered.' In the morning, no house in 
Fossombrone* will escape the scrutinizing 
eye of - enquiry. Should you be found 
beneath this roof — I care not for myself — 
but my mother, my sister, will be ruined." 

" God of justice !" faltered Isidore; 
" ruined for such angel kindness V 

" You must fly this night — nay, this 
very hour, must fly," pursued Biagio, 
<c disguised in a different dress ; no mat* 
ter what — in a dress of Jacquenetta's. I 

will 
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ViH conduct you to a place of safety, and, 
when the search is over, assist you in 
leaving the province." 

€€ Exalted, «> generous being !" sobbed 
Isidore, raising to his lips the rough brown 
hand of the .soldier. " But my friend," 
shuddering; " my poor, poor. friend !*' 

" Would I could save him also." 

"You cannot; I know you cannot," 
gasping for breath. €€ But your mother, 

your sister, they shall be saved ; they " 

he snatched the goblet from the hand of 
the dame, eagerly drank the water, and, 
rushed into the inner chamber. 

Ever the child of feeling, ever guided 
by the reigning impulse of ardour, in a 
moment his proceedings were decided — 
his plans were arranged — " Yes," he 
thoughti " I shall suffer what Huberto 
suffers ; I shall breathe the same air ; I 
shall endure the same hardships/' A thrill 
of rapture mingled with the idea—" I shall 
rescue Jacquenetta and her mother ; they 
d 3 will 
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-will remain in their peaceful dwelling, and 
Biagio will be snatched from danger. 
Holy Virgin ! is human nature so de- 
praved ? is human nature so relentless? 
Condemn them for alleviating the suffer- 
ings of wretchedness — for giving rest to* 
the wandering, and shelter to the desti- 
tute ! Holy Virgin ! into what hands haa 
Huberto fallen ! Holy Virgin ! how can I 
picture mercy !** 

To put his projected plan in practfce, 
required more policy than his "ingenuous 
nature felt willing to exert; yet to con- 
fess his intention, was uniting against him- 
self the combined forces of argument and 
entreaty ; his spirits were weak ; the one 
' he could not controvert, the other he 
dafred not baffle. As he stood meditating, 
even to madness, forgetting this moment 
what the last devised, Biagio opened the 
door — " Come, bestir, my good lad," Said „ 
he; " dress yourself as Jacquenetta, while 
I go and saddle the mule ; I shall but run 

across 
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across the plain to catch the poor beast, 
and will be back in a twinkling." 

Isidore requested a lamp, but declined 
the assistance of the dame ; and no sooner 
did he find himself alone, than, taking a* 
le*f ftom his tablets, he inscribed on it the 
following words : 

" I cannot involve you in my misfor- 
tunes — I cannot forsake my friend: the 
first would be an outrage to gratitude, the 
last would be an outrage to my own heart. 
In despondence, in misery, you received 
me; you threw open your door; you 
took a stranger in : I feel the wondrous 
kindness; I estimate the deed of mercy> 
but I cannot reward it. Oh God ! I am 
poor, I. am destitute.— Yet stay, I havte 
one gift ; I have one valued, one precious 
gift — it was the last dying token of Euse- 
fcia's regard — Forgive this tear — I , have 
torn it from xhy bosom — I have kis'sed it 
in parting. Should destiny continue to 
d 4 per- 
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persecute, keep it as a* feint emblem of my* 
gratitude— should destiny ever smile, with 
interest I will redeem it." 

Isidore placed the emerald cross, with 
the paper, upon the table, and, fearing 
to * delay a moment) extinguished • the 
light, and returned to the outer room— ~ 
" Mother," he said, in a voice as firm as 
his agitated feelings would admit, " the 
lamp is gone out, and I have left it upon 
the table ; do fetch it, while I listen" fox. 
the return of Biagio." . 

The dame, unsuspecting, quitted the 
chamber, and Isidore, softly opening the 
door, fled from the cottage. He paused 
n at, even for breath, till he reached the 
gate of the prison, and then seizing the 
bell, rang it with momentary strength, 
and sunk, panting, on the earth. 



(HAP. 
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CHAP. III. 

There, far remote, I shall lie unknown. No bard shall hear 
of roe. No grey stqne shall rise to my renown. Monro me 
with the dead, fur departed is my fame. 

Of sun. 

In the meantime, the hard bed of Di Rinal- 
dini had afforded no repose; his fortitude, 
which hacl mocked the accumulated malice 
of his fate, yielded to the sufferings, to 
the frantic anguish of Isidore, and hum- 
bled him even to tears. Anxious for the 
safety of his friend/ he listened to the re- 
treating steps of Biagio, and-when they no 
longer sounded, paced the gloomy con- 
fines of his dungeon, with quick and irre- 
gular motion. The night air blew through 
d 5 the 
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the iron grating of his "window, and he 
monotonous bubbling of the Metremo 
mingled in the sighings of the blast. 
Biagio returned not ; he heard the ex- 
change of the watch, and numbered the 
hours of night, as, with leaden and retarded 
wing, they rolled sluggishly on. In the. 
morning, though faint was the gleam 
which, penetrating the shadowy horror of 
his cell, rtiarked its wished return, wearied 
with anxiety and suspense, he again sunk 
on his bed of scattered straw, not to court 
slumber, but to obtain rest, for his arms 
ached with the weight of chains, and his 
head ached with the weight of anguish. 
Musing over the chequered scenes of bis 
past life, he heard not the approach of 
footsteps, nor started from abstraction, 
till the heavy bolts were removed, and 
the door, loudly grating, flew open. His 
heart throbbed with a faint pulsation of 
pleasure, in the expectation of beholding 
Biagio, and hearing the fate of Isidore. 
He looked up — he did indeed behold Bia- , 

gio; 
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glo; but he also beheld the harsh fea- 
tures of Stephano. The one bore the 
lamp, the other the necessary sustenance 
of nature. Without speaking, Biagio de- 
posited the coarse portion upon the stone ; 
but, with an expressive look, glanced at 
the bread, as he followed the sulten step 
of his companion.' Huberto grasped it ; 
he severed the heavy quota of his day's 
allowance, and discovered a scrap of paper. 
Rich as though the envied finder of a trea- 
sure, he hastened beneath the high loop- 
hole, and blessed the propitious ray which 
enabled him to decypher the following 
words : * x 

"The pilgrim is safe; he quitted the 
prison unsuspected, and now abides in 
security at the cottage of my mother." 

From- this period the spirits of Di Rinal- 
dini became soothed ; a pensive melan- 
choly pervaded his features ; but no excla- 
mation of despair, no start of impatience, 
d & betrayed 
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betrayed the fear to suffer. Regardless of 
himself, he endured the hardships of con- 
finement without murmuring for Isidore 
was in safety, and Heme] fride evaded the 
grasp or power. With a firm undaunted 
mind, he under\*ent repeated examina- 
tions, and constantly maintained the most 
unbending reserve, the most dignified de- 
portment. No threat, no artifice, extrac- 
ted one ray of elucidation. The myste- 
rious death of the Signora Adelfieida con- 
tinued alike inexplicable ; and the sacred 
pride of virtue, the innate consciousness 
of innocence, coloured the every action, 
and gave to the answers, to the mariners 
of the prisoner, a persevering superiority, ' 
'which seemed to scoff at the pressure of 
injustice, and defy the accusation of ma- 
lice. 

On the seventh morning from his ap- 
prehension, Biagio, with a desponding 
countenance, entered the dungeon-^ 
** AUs ! Signor/* said he, carefully reelos- 
- - ing 
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ing the door, « I am the bearer of evil - 
tidings." 

<e Is your charge ill ?" fearfully que- 
stioned Huberto ; " or has his retreat been 
discovered ?*• 

- " Neither/* replied the soldier. " It is 
not the safety of Isidore, but your own, 
Signor; which is threatened — at break of 
day you are to be removed to Rome, and 
God knows the horrors of Inquisitorial 
Severity/' 

" Isidore is quite safe, then?" observed 
Di RinakKni, regardless of the conclusion. 

" Yes, at present, Signor/' replied Bia- 
gio ; " though his longer continuance at 
Fossortibrone fcefns with danger ;" and 
then he concluded by stating, that same 
secret information had accused the pil-? 
grim of being an accomplice in the crime 
for which he was detained. 

-Huberto raised his eyes to Heaven— 
" Is there no means, no possibility of 
5 saving 
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saving him ?" he said. " Alas L Lcare not 
for myself; J>ut to involve affection so 
strong; to involve friendship so unpre- 
cedented, will embitter the lonely hours of 
my solitude, and ii It me with corroding care." 

" Fear tfot for the youth, Signor," ex- 
claimed Biagio ; " his welfare shall be my 
charge. This night, when relieved from 
my post, I will remove him fFom Fossoni- 
brone, nor forsake him when the danger 
of discovery is over.** 

" Heaven will reward the generous ao 
tion," said Huberto, turning to conceal his 
tears. " Alas ! my powers are fled ; should 
they ever be restored, should fortune 
ever again smile, should Providence assert 
mynmnoterace, words shall not speak my 
gratitude/* 

" I need no reward/* said Biagia^ 
" compassion is my motive. Jo give yoi* 
liberty, Signer, Would be an infringement 
on my /duty—. but to give you ^ tear, is 
but a draft upou .humanity/' 

Di 
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Di RinaJdini took his hand ; he could ' 
not speak ; but he pressed it in silent elo- 
quence. 

B 

" I must away/' pursued the soldier; 
" should suspicion mark my lingering*, - 
my power to serve will terminate. Let 
your eyes seek repose ; let your heart rest 
at ease — remember, Signor, mine espouses 
the sorrows of Isidore." r 

" Stay yet a ifioment,"said Di Rinaldim, 
recovering his sclf-rommand ; 4r I wish to 
say something tender, something kind, to 
my poor friend. Perhaps in this world 
we may never meet again : charge him, 
from me, to be careful of his safety ; re- 
mind him of a sister's claim upon his af- 
fection ; tell him- 

A hoarse voice from above vociferated 
— "Biagio!" «, 

The soldier fled; be carefully replaced 

the 
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the bolts. Huberto watched in vain, for 
be returned no more. 

During the tedious hours of day, the 
solitude of his dungeon was uninterrupted; 
no step betrayed the approach of a fellow- 
creature, no voice breathed the reviving 
sounds of animation. The deepening 
gloam around marked the return of night, 
3nd soon did the last lingering shadow 
vanish, wrapping alf alike in chaotic dark- 
ness—" God of nature ! a murderer !" ar- 
ticulated Di Rinaldini, resting, with sick- 
ening languor, against therold damp wall. 
" Oh, Adelheida V 9 raising his eyes in 
pious, reverence ; " sainted spirit of iny 
angel wife ! not for my life, but for my 
fame, is^my vow become heavy." 

He started — he listened, for-an untisual 
sound broke upon the ear ; it was the shrill 
chime of a bell, immediately followed by 
the quick pacing of the sentinels above. 

An 
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An interval of near an hour succeeded, and 
then" he heard the iron gate, at the entrance 
of the passage leading to the long range 
of dungeons, open, and, amidst the con- 
fused murmur of voices, distinguished the 
sobs -and plaints of sorrow. The tones 
seemed familiar — he trembled, he shud- v 
dered — " Jilo, ' Vo," exclairticd a gruff- 
voice; * yoii would but compile a story 
between you — no, np, rny little" hero, il 
will not do." 

In the Wild ^shriek which succeeded, ^ 
Huberto recognized tfie Voice of Isidore — 
Isidore a prisoner like J himself ! madness 
wa^in the thought— (C Barbarians!" he 
ejaculated, clashing ^ himself against the 
door; it shook, but it yielded not to his 
efforts. ' His chains rtiournfully reverbe-" 
rated;' they seemed tb toll the kriell of 
freedoftv; he struck his hand upon his 
forehead; he breathed a heavy groan — 
Isidore, alas,!" he articulated, " the 

iflea- 
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measure af my woe runs over— Isidore, I 
cannot aid thee/ 9 1 

The return of the steps, tfte reclosing 
of the, gate, and the deathlike stillness of 
the grave, succeeded each other. The 
worst fears of Di Rinaldtni were realized ; 
no soothing picture of his friend's Safety 
could dissipate despair, or cheat, him of 
one pang of anguish* 

The night wore away, and the morning 
dawned aqiidst reflections the most hope- 
less, apiidst images the most desponding; 
Not for a moment had . his eyes forgot to 
watch, or his thoughts to torture; and 
when his jpard broke into his dungeon,, 
and rudely ordered him to follow, he com- 
plied, with that apathy, that seeming sus.- 
pension of intellect, which betrays neither 
regard for the present, or dread for the 
future. 

Placed in a low carriage, they conveyed 

him 
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him across the Appennines, through scenes 
of awful wildness, and terror-striking so- 
lemnity — scenes, whose glowing contrasts 
called forth even «fhe sickening mind 
of sorrow from self-contemplation, and 
awakened admiration from the languor of 
despair. Descending from the wild re- 
gions of high and shapeless craggs, the eye 
exchanged for snow-orowned summits and 
fecanty herbage, all the mild beauty of 
picturesque verdure.; .it seemed as plenty 
slumbering in the lap of scarceness. Above, 
the mountain cataract rolled terrific; 
above, the thinly, dotted pinaster, the 
scarlet oak, the jubab, and the Iehtesk, 
stamped, not the bounty, but the sport 
of Nature ; for, clinging to the barren 
site of sun-scorched granite, no weary 
traveller could court their shelter — no, 
nor sportive fawn, *nor hardy chamois, 
gambol beneath their branches. Content 
and peace smiled in the,, gently swelling 
base of the mountain, mellowing, from 
the awful and sublime, into the culture bf 

industry. 
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industry, the retreat of labour. Spiral, 
from the cottage chimney, did the smoke 
ascend, amidst groves of white mulberry ; 
in one nourishing the industrious silk- 
worm, and stamping the boundary of the 
clustering - vineyard ; while, blooming 
amidst the mild tempeVature of Italian 
softness, lemons, oranges, olives, myrtles, 
and pomegranates, edged the variegated, 
borders of crystaline rills, stamping c^rth 
Eden, and man the favoured object of his 
Creator. 

The stmr wps serenely /setting, when Di 
Rinaldini first beheld the swdllen waves of 
the Jibet laving the wills of Rome; when 
ifs rSJately obelisks, its palaces, . and its 
splendours, burst upan ; his sight ; years 
faded away^mUmemory gleaned from the 
historic page the era of its glory. But 
short was the lapse of misery ; a sigh re- 
called the desolation of his own prospects-— 
the* ignominy of his accusation. To be 
vilified, to be tried, to be condemned, 

• without 
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without the power of vindication, closed 
the scene; and when the 1 heavy walls of 
the prison enclosed him, when he quitted 
the vehicle, when he descended the damp 
subterranean of his dungeon, he felt as 
though descending into his grave, as 
though severed from thb reach of mercy, 
as though excluded from the dawn of 
hope: 

£>ays and' weeks succeeded, yet beheld 
him the victim bf suspense and persecu- 
tion. The fate of Isidore was involved in 
mystery ; the guard, whose office Was to 
supply the scanty pittance of existence, 
unlike the compassionating Biagio, main- 
tained ever a sullen silence, resisfihg his 
importunities and his tears. Whether h is 
unhappy friend was retained a prisoner, 
or whether he was enlaged; whether thfe 
interesting Hemelfride had evaded 'the 
search of power, orwhether she had bfefeh 
dragged to the altar of seclusion, he had 
yet tp learn — u Perhaps, never/' he would 
' articulate, 
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articulate, in accents of the deepest des- 
pondence, " perhaps doomed to death, 
I may. expire, ignorant of their destiny. 
Oh, God ! soften the tale of my calamity, 
or inspire with fortitude ; guard with re- 
signation the too tender heart of Isidore 
^-of Hemelfride ! Will she too mourn 
my sorrows? will she too embalm my 
memory with a tear ? Yes, as the friend 
of her brother, as the friend who would 
have saved her — but no more. Alas! 
/twill be gratitude," and a 'mingled sensa- 
tion of friendship and of love, tinged the j 
sigh which succeeded. I 

Languid and exhausted, Huberto pined 
for the termination of his sufferings — 
pined for the hour of trial. But though 
confinement dimmed the fire of his eye, 
and faded the bloom upon his cheek, yet 
it impaired not the vigour of his rofnd, 
nor, for an instant, damped the energy of 
resolution. He underwent several private 
examinations, without wavering from his ^ j 

rule 
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rule of conduct ; and returned ever to hia. 
comfortless dungeon, with that firm and 
undaunted step, which alone results from 
conscious innocence. 
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CHAP. IV. 

Despair not, for there reigns above 

A potent God, that overlooks mankind : 

To his directing hand submit your cause ; 

/ 

For lingering Time knows his redressing hour. 

Theobald. 

On the morning destined for the trial, the 
protracted slumber of weakness was rudely 
dissipated by the entrance of the guard, 
Di Rinaldini arose from his bed of. straw, 
and calmly followed his conductors. A 
stranger alike to the pusillanimity of fear, as 
to the vain bravado of indifference, he 
entered the hall of justice, nor felt the 
numbed influence of terror, till, raising 
* 'r* his 
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his eyes, they encountered the form of 
Isidore — Isidore, whom he so fondly loved ? 
Isidore, who, with life, he would have 
guarded ! But, alas ! it was but the spectre 
of Isidore in happier days ; keen sorrow 
had worn him to the bone, and persecu- 
tion and woe had banished the dappled 
bloom of freshaess. His hands were cros- 
sed upon his bosom, as his dark eyes, in 
hopeless despondency, 'rested on the door 
of entrance. Huberto marked the start of 
agony — marked the hectic glow/ which 
passed over his wan cheek, and vanished — 
a glow so transient, ihat it ceased to be, 
almosc in the moment of existence. He 
dared not spring; forward ; he dared not 
press him to his heart ; \\e dared not claim 
comfort from his sympathy ; he dared not 
whisper the name of Hemelfride : yet he 
looked around with foreboding dread, 
with almost maddening apprehension^ bjyt 
no Hemelfride met his view. Ranged on 
either side of the assembled inquisitprs, 
he recognized the Duca di Monte Me- 
voi» iv. ' e lissario. 
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lissario, Father Luitfrido, Vannina, Bene- 
Vento, and several others of his domestics 
— " Advance, HubeTto di Rinaldini," said 
the. grand inquisitor, C4 and hear, the 
crimes for which you stand arraigned* 
Clemency and moderation mark the work- 
ings of faith ; when guilt compels the 
reluctant distribution of justice, we> its 
bumble emissaries, are -conipeHed to sub- 
mission, though ever do our tears expunge 
the stain of blood, as our prayers are 
offered up for the s#ul of penitence. 
Accused of the double crimes of sacrilege 
And murder, you stasd before our holy 
tribunal, in whose most sacred name, you 
are commanded to make an ample con- 
fession of your crimes, ere the infliction 
.of just torture extort it from you/* 

A pause ensued. 

Think not/' pursued the inquisitor, 
"'by ah obstinate perseverance in silence, 
tx> evade the rigour of our decrees ; 

stamped 
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stamped in equity and justice, they are * 
firm and unchangeable. Huberto di Ri- 
naldini* you are called upon to divulge 
the secret of your enormities, to confess 
the extent of your crimes/' 

"•".First, holy father, suffer me to de- 
mand the nature of my accusation ?" said 
Huberto, firmly. 

" You are accused of sacrilege," re- 
sumed the inquisitor. 

" Of sacrilege !" repeated Di Rinaldini. 

The inquisitor frowned — " You are 
accused of spiriting, from the convent of 
Corpus Domini, a novice, on the eve of 
profession." 

" Tis false," exclaimed Isidore, in all 
the warm energy of his character;." I re- 
fute the calumny. When Hemelfride fled 
her prison, she knew not, she had never 
beheld Di Rinaldini; how, then, could 
he boast an influence over her actions? 
It was the independence of ^nature, it 
was the innate freedom of the soul, which 
pointed out the track of emancipation, 
e * which 
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which braved the dangers of detection. 
Alone, helpless, unfriended, the fugitive 
fled— hope was the cherub which smiled 
her on to liberty — Providence the up- 
holding staff which baffled accumulating 
difficulties. ' She— she " 

The pilgrim paused ; \every eye was 
directed towards him. With animating 
gesture, with burning cheeks, he had 
boldly advanced ; but now his rosy lip 
quivered with the internal struggle of his 
mind ; now his radiant eyes, shrinking 
even from the dejected countenance of 
Huberto, timidly sought the ground, as 
bis agile figure bent gracefully forward. 

" Boy, this effort of heroism is mis- 
placed," exclaimed one of the inquisitors; 
" it ^implicates yourself, without lighrening 
the guilt of the prisoner." 

" Holy Mary !" murmured the youth, 
bending his knee, and raising his clasped 
hands, " be witness, 'tis not for myself I 

supplicate 
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supplicate — 'tis for Huberto — 'tis for justice 
— 'tis, for mercy — mercy from you, its 
vicegerents upon earth. Spurn not my 
unvarnished tale — I know the heart of 
Hemelfride — I have attended her footsteps 
— I can prove the innocence of Di Rinal- 
* dini — and'for the foul, the malignant ac- 
cusation of murder, that too I can contro- 
vert. The tongue which breathed the tale 
of supernatural interference, imposes on 
this holy tribunal. The secret accuser of 
Di Rinaldini sought my life ;. yes, in the 
'darkness of night, with the coward caution 
of an assassin, sought it— but the dagger 
was not spiritual— the dagger he dropped, 

and now that dagger " 

"Peace!" sternly interrupted, one of 
the consiiltors; €€ you are premature; you 
arp irrelevant. The whine of sensibility 
is misplaced; We look for action, not im- 
pulse." * 

" Father," faltered the youth. ' 
x " Away !" exclaimed the inquisitor- 
general ; " be silent ; remember disre- 
e 3 _ spect 
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spect in tails death. " And then reverting 
to the original charge, he continued — 
" The most sacred monastery of Corpus 
Domini, violated in her dearest privileges, 
demands, at our hands, retribution, The 
fugitive novice, Hemelfride, nurtured be- 
neath the shelter of her walls; more par- 
ticularly her own, through the frailty of 
a sister; born in the chamber of peni- 
tence; born of the nun Philippina de 
Linchtenstein, whose impure soul, vio- 
lating the vow of profession, was doom- 
ed " 

The inquisitor-general paused ; a con- 
fused murmur resounded through the hall ; 
a shriek of mingled amazement arfd an- 
guish burst from the Hps of Isidore, as 
the Duca di Monte Melissario, in the warm 
impulse of his feelings, stretched forth his 
arms, exclaiming — /' Give me my child ! 
give me my Hemelfride ! I, the husbaftd 
of the injured Philippina, demand her of 
you." 

With 



©I MONTRAKZCT. 



With the elasticity of thought, the pil- 
grim sprung across the hall — sprung upon 
the neck of the Duca — breathed the word. 
"father " and became insensible. 

Confusion and astonishment succeeded. 
The Duca, forgetful where he was, sus- 
tained the fainting form, called loudly for 
assistance, and tore open the vest, to ad- 
mit of freer respiration. It was then the 
long treasured secret of the heart was re- 
vealed — -it was then the painted shadow 
of Di Rinaldini was discovered on the 
snowy bosom of Hemelfride;! Convic- 
tion, gratitude, love, adoration, alternately 
tinctured the feelings of Huberto ; his 
chains, his persecutions, his sorrows, were 
no. more remembered. Led by impulsive 
feeling, Iicl knelt by the side of his long 
considered charge ; and, as he grasped her, 
cold hand, as he bathed it with his tears, 
as he called wildly upon her name, a thou- 
sand instances of smothered tenderness 
recurred to memory, a thousand instances, 
k 4 which, 
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which, to the eye of suspicion, mast long 
ere now have betrayed the secret. 

Many moments elapsed ere the vagrant 
senses of Jlemelfride returned, .ere her 
languid eyes, unclosing, beheld her father, 
and ere the transient smile of gratitude 
repaid his tender anxiety. Short-lived 
was the effort.; the kneeling form of Di 
Rinaldini, his looks, his tears, betrayed the 
discovery of her sex, and modesty burnt 
upon her cheek, as timidly she shrunk 
from the promiscuous gaze. 

" The pretended base of innocence is 
fallen," said the vicar-general. " Retire,'' 
addressing the Duca ; " retire, Signor, and 
bless the indulgence of a tribunal, which 
frames allowance for the impetuous feel- 
ings 'of nature. For you, Hemelfride de 
Linchtenstein " 

" Hemelfride di Monte Melissario," in- 
terrupted the Duca, " the lawful heiress of 
my possessions, the offspring of wedded 

, love/' 
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love/' and again his arms encircled the 
trembler, and again the bitter tears of 
anguish rolled down his colourless cheeks, 

<f Ah ! surely, reverend fathers, surely 
the petitions of a drooping heart may be 
ceded ; surely the arms of parental love 
may shelter the newly-discovered darling 
of his bosom. The convent of Corpus 
Domini boasts no influence over the child 
* of Philippina — in it£ chief claim perishes its 
prerogative. Philippina was my wife, ere 
the coercion^ of power tore her from me 
— could Philippina become a nun, when 
stronger rites withheld her ? no ; her 
trembling lips breathed not the vow of 
celibacy, for she was wedded — the cerer 
mony of our marriage shall be proved, 
• and the long-abused privileges of nature 
redressed." 

" The guilt, lightened from the novice, 
falls heavier on the accused/' said the 
inquisitor-general. " Huberto di Rinal- 
dini, stand forth and answer. A stranger 
js 5 to' 
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to the peculiar situation of the deluded 
Hemelfride, you stole a pure offering from 
the very altar of sacrifice; you hid her, 
disguised as a pilgrim, in the Castle di 
Montranzo, which fraudulently became 
your own." 

Huberto started — the glow of indignant 
pride, of outraged honour, flushed his 
cheek. 

" Say/* pursued the inquisitor, " Hir- 
berto di Rinaldini, can you confute the 
first charge brought against you ? can yoi* 
make a just defence ?" 

€t I can ofily assert my innocence/' said 
Huberto, with firmness, " and leave to 
Heaven my exoneration." 

" Yes, yes> more," wildly shrieked He- 
melfride, raising her head from the shoul- 
der of her father; "you can do more; 
you can appeal to the testimony of your 
domestics ; you can prove yourself at 
Montranzo, when I fled from Fossom- 

brone. 
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brone. Holy fathers!" and again she 
sunk on her knees at the foot of the tri- 
bunal, and again she. raised her hands k*. 
supplicating earnestness, V no being aided 
ray flight ; disguised in these pilgrim 
weeds, I eluded the eye of monastic vigi- 
lance, and wandered whither Providence 
directed and then, pathetically, she de- 
scribed her first meeting Huberto Qn the 
mountains; and concluded by Soliciting 
the examination of the domestics. - 

An awful pause ensued ; the consultors, 
in a- smothered whisper, conversed apart. 
The evidences of Ludovico> of Cyril, of 
Benevento, were severally taken, and 
Vannina Ascoli was commanded to ap- 
pear: The terrified girF, with tedious 
minuteness, recapitulated the arrival of 
the supposed pilgrim at the Castle, dwelt 
on the various incidents which had sue* 
ceeded, and, with artless energy, affirmed 
her own credulous belief of his story.. 
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" Did you never, for a moment, waver }*' 
demanded one of the inquisitors ; <c re- 
collect yourself ; did you never, for a 
moment, suspect disguise ?" - 

"Oh, blessed saints! no," eagerly ex-, 
claimed Vannina ; " we all thought him a 
man ; and I — I — I am sure/' glancing half 
reproachfully at the confused Hemelfride, 
•'lam sure — I — I— why, reverend fathers, 
e\en Benevento was jealous — besides; Isi- 
dore had so much courage, he braved the 
spectre, and at niidnight would " 

The vicar-general, with a chilling frown, 
forbade her to wander from the point of 
disquisition. 

" Did you, Vannina Ascoli, ever sus- 
pect more than friendship to subsist be- 
tween Huberto di Rinaldini, and the 
supposed pilgrim, Isidore?" interrogated 
one of the consultors ; " did you ever, 
through an interchanged glance, penetrate 
the flimsy veil of concealment ?" 

5 * "How 
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"How Could I, holy father?" timidly 
asked the trembling girl. 

" Vannina Ascoli, you are brought here 
to answer, not to question/' sternly ob- 
served the inquisitor-general ; and again 
the former demand was renewed. 
" No; never, never, holy fathers !" 
; " Beware to waver from the truth/' re- 
joined the grand-inquisitor ; " this sacred 
assembly knows how to extort the secrets 
of the heart — knows how to punish a dere- - 
liction of respect." 

" Most solemnly I affirm the truth of 
my deposition/\said Vannina. 

A second pause ensued. The inquisi- 
tor-general received the, written testimo- 
nials from the secretary, and then deliver- 
ed his orders to the -officials— at a given ' 
signal, the hall of justice was cleared, arid 
the accused remanded to confinement. 

Vairtty would I portray the feelingsrof 
Di Rinaldini, as the beauteous image of 

Hemelfride, 
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Hemelfride, decked hi all the alluring fas- 
cination of sensibility, dissipated the 
gloom of his dungeon. New sensations 
triumphing over his heart, banished the 
certainty of sorrow, and left him alive to 
gratitude— gratitude for an affection - so 
fervent, for tenderness so uncommon. 
Memory revived the supposed instances 
of disinterested friendship, and love throb- 
bed tumultuoiisly in his bosom — yet soon 
did it droop, soon did it despond. His 
own desolate prospects succeeded' — pros^ 
pects which faded the sanguine hopes of 
bliss, and turned them all to sadness — pros- 
pects which pictured Hemelfride a solitary 
mourner, which pictured himself lost,: la- 
the very moment *>f reviving bliss. Often*, 
m the jaundiced melancholy of, gnef, had' 
he fancied his heart incapable of a second, 
election — often had he thougftt the trea- 
sured image of the once idolized Adelheida„ 
a shield against the influence of female 
loveliness; immured from, the converse 
V *<rr>i h v .the violence of hi? 

own 
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own feelings. Had he mingled with the* 
world, had he seen the daily instances of 
time's ameliorating quality ; had he seen 
— the heart-broken widower drying the tears 
of anguish at the torch of Hymen, with 
less confidence in himself, with less inter- 
nal reproach, he would have admitted the 
possibility of change, nor shrunk at the 
imagined charge of infidelity. Hemelfride 
had stolen upon his heart — Hemelfride 
had robbed him of its possess^, ere he 
knew her influence ; esteem for her sup- 
posed brother, pity for her unfriended 
wanderings, admiration of her character, 
her sentiments, her beauty, had succes- 
sively followed ; and now that that brother, 
now that that sister proved one, gratitude 
licensed the sigh which love, which pre- 
possession^ extorted. 

To swell the page \>y the gradual de- 
tail of inquisitorial proceedings, would 
be both tedious and uninteresting ; suffice 
it to say, a citation of witnesses succeeded, 

the 
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the marriage of the Duca di Monte Melis- 
sario with the injured Philippina de Linch- 
tenstein was fully proved, the legitimacy 
of Hemelfride admitted, and the innocence 
of Di Rinaldini, relative to his supposed 
theft of the novice, acknowledged; But, 
alas ! freedom closed not the decision of 
his judges — he was, acquitted of the first 
charge, but the second remained to be 
, tried. Plunged again into the dreary 
solitude of his dungeon, he was left to 
the melancholy indulgence of reflection ; 
and not till he had languished three long 
weeks in cheerless imprisonment, was his 
eyes again blessed with the ray of day* 
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tHAP, V. 

Let us meet, 

- - And question ifais most bloody piece of work, 
To know it further • * 

SHAIESPIARlr 

Drag forth the monster into light } 

Wrench from his hand oppression's iron rod, 

And bid the cruel feel the pangs tbey give. 

Ma so*. 

Conducted by two officials, Huberto efr- 
'tered the thai 1 of trial, -and* stationed at 
the footstep of the dread tribunal, looked 
with mild dignity towards his judge. His 
countenance wore the calm serenity of 
resignation, as his mind bowed in sub- 
mission to .the divine will. Weakened by 

the 
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the tedious length of confinement, he 
sighed for the termination of his suffer- 
ings; and, secure in the future safety oF 
Hemelfride, hailed the hour of cognizance 
as the emancipator from misery. A half 
repressed sigh heaved his breast, when his 
eyes recognized former friends — Father 
Luitfrido, drooping with infirmity, was 
stationed on one side the tribunal, as alsa 
the Duca di Monte Melissario, Vannina, 
and several of his domestics — but Hemel- 
fride, the interesting Hemelfride, was 
missing in the group. His heart felt the 
disappointment, yet the succeeding mo- 
ment it rejoiced, that Tier's was spared the 
torture of doubt, the anguish of hearing 
the being she honoured with her regard 
convicted, perhaps condemned — yet to 
behold her no more, to die without ' 
breathing the acknowledgement of his. 
gratitude, without realizing the fond in- 
dulgence of his hopes, without confessing 
that she, and she alone, had power to 
change the colour of his destiny, to 

awaken 
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awaken the Jong dormant fervour of his 
feelings, was agony unutterable — Hemel- 
fride, the gentle friend r>f his sorrows — 
Hemelfride, the heroic sharer of his prison, 
the self-offered sacrifice for his liberty, 
the angel who, for him, had braved the 
storms of fate, the insolence of power — 
Hemelfride to be severed from his love, 
when the fond indulgence of transcendent 
bliss, like a rising sun, gilded the vivid 
picture of futurity. Such were his re- 
flections, as his knee bent at the foot- 
stool of ]>ower. 

" Arise, Huberto di Rinaldini," said the 
vicar-general, " and answer to the ques- 
tions proposed. Accused of the black 
crime of murder; this sacred assembly is 
convened to sift the foul transaction, and,' 
in default of the confession of penitence, 
to adjudge the punishment of guilt Will 
you, by an ample disclosure, reveal the - 
horrid truth ? or, braving the offer of in- 
dulgence, 



02 



DI MONTRAKZO. 



dulgence, will you, by obstinate perseve- 
rance, compel us to act on the influence 
of judgment ?" 

" I can only assert my innocence, holy 
father," said Huberto; " to substantiate 
proof, is beyond my power/' 

The accustomary forms were then pur- 
sued, the oath of secrecy administered, and 
the testimony of witnesses taken. 

" The guilt of the prisoner is unques- 
tionable/' said an ordinary inquisitor, 
after listening to the recital of Vannina ; 
" 'tis evident the Signora was murdered — 
'tis evident her unquiet ghost still calls 
for retribution— you, Huberto di Rinal- 
dini, resided solely beneath the roof oC 
the Conte Alverani ?" 

" I did, holy father/' 

" Who were your parents ?" 

" I know not." 

" Your origin, theni° 

€t Alas !" and an air of melancholy over- 
spread 
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spread the countenance of the prisoner, " I 
was found wandering among the Appen- 
nines." 

" The Conte Alverani gave you a shel- 
ter," rejoined the inquisitor; t€ and yet, 
with cold ingratitude, you stole the affec- 
tion of his child, and, by artful insinuation, 
poisoned his hopes of aggrandizement." 

" Artful !" repeated Huberto, his glow- 
ing cheek betraying the struggle? of indig- 
nant pride; " oh no, art wasuncongenial 
to my nature — art was never practised. 
The heart of Adelheida was not stolen ; it 
was^given unconditionally, unresistingly." 

" But the marriage was," remarked one 
of the consultors ; " the marriage com- 
memorates the genuine disinterestedness 
of nature." 

father Luitfrido, unable longer to 
listen in silence to the perversion of senti- 
ments he had so much honoured, fearlessly 
advanced ; but a stern command from the 
grand inquisitor checked his efforts of ser- 

- vice, 
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vice, and compelled him, reluctantly, to 
retire. 

A minute investigation of the marriage, 
the death, the burial of the Signora Adel- 
heida, then, succeeded ; and the tortured 
mind of Di Rinaldini was compelled to 
hear the unfeeling inuendoes of power, 

<e Wherefore did you srt carefully con- 
ceal the body from sight?" demanded the 
yicar-general. 

" In compliance with the last wish of 
my unfortunate wife," faltered Huberto, 
" whose delicacy shrunk from the insinua- 
tions which her situation might produce." 

€t Was delicacy the sole . cause of the % 
desire ?" resumed the inquisitor. 

Huberto hesitated — " It was the giv^n 
cause, holy father." 

" But not the sole cause," observed one 
of the consultors. 

The prisoner continued silent. 

" Huberto 
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t( Huberto di Rinaldini," sternly ex- 
claimed the inquisitor-general, " we com- 
mand you/ on pain of the torture, to ac- 
knowledge the real cause of your secre- 
ting the body of your murdered wife ?" 

The agitation of Huberto amounted al- 
most to agony — €t Father, I cannot — I 
dare not/' he articulated ; " a vow, the 
most solemn, the most binding, forbids 
disclosure." 

" We absolve that vow/' rejoined the 
gcand-i nquisitor ; we remove «very re- 
straint, we interdict every restriction/' 

" Oh no, you canrrot," eagerly exclaim- 
ed the accused " not the powers of man 
<can absolve my heart of the injunction ! 
Adelheida, the vow fresh upon my lips, 
resists the efforts of time, or the subter- 
fuge of power." 

" You trifle with our indulgence/' said 
the vicar-general ; " bear him to the rack— • 
awayt" .. . 

The officials advanced to execute the 

order, 
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order, amidst the loud murmur of disap- 
probation and horror, which echoed* 
through the hall, when, actuated by a sud- 
den thought, he bade them unhand the 
prisoner, who stood unmoved at the foot 
of the tribunal. 

" Huberto di Rinaldini," he continued,, . 
" was the pregnancy of the Signora Adel- 
heida unguessed at ?" 

<s It was, reverend father." 

" Did the Signora Adelheida die, 
consequence of her situation ?" 

^ Oh no !" shuddering, 

'••Did she fall a victim to disease ?" 

« She did not." 

tr Was she murdered ?" 

The accused clasped his hands, and 
groaned. - 

" Your silence admits' Adelheida Alve- 
rani was murdered ?'* 

. Huberto started — 49 No A father/* recover- 
ing 
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M$ his firmness*, "not Adelheid* AJverani, 
but Adelheida di Rinaldini." 

" This is mere evasion," rejoined the 
vicar-general, with .a haughty and repel- 
lin g j8i lanc< ?- " AdeUbeida di Rinaldini, 
then ; did she die by the dagger's pojn^, 
or by poison ?" 

- " No external appearance of .violence 
.could fee discovered," faltered Huberto : 
«' ajas !" bursting jnto tears, " pcyseo \ya,s 
the bane of life!" 

" She died by poison ?" said one of fte 
consultors. 

" She did, holy father." 

f From whose hand did she receive the 
draught?" 

" From my hand." 
. ,f From yo*r hand! Recollect your- 
self, Huberto - di Rinalduii^frpm your 
hand ! and yet you plead innocence ?" 

" Her* spirits drooped,; she wished for 
a restorative ; I gave her what I thought a 
restorative— what proved poison !" 

" From whom did you obtain the. 
draught?" 

V0I " IV - ■» Huberto 



98 DI MONTRANZO. 

Huberto paused — Hubeito/^ ^cfrabm^ 
sclent. , IM 

" Did the persoh L fifdm whoni you Ob- 
tained the : 'draught purpose the &strtic- 
tioh of ttar Signora?"' ' ; ' : ' :n ' it!: 

t€ Oh no !" eagerly ; " HeaveH 1 knoWs 
he did noti"'* ; 1 <n //' } ; 

" Did the Sigftora herself mmgte the 
dose ? c'id the Signora, in a 1 'moment' of 
despondency, commit the fc'rim cfol* suf- 

" No ; God is my witness, sfie Was in- 
nocent of the" deed;** "'' J 

" Did ^he know the cause of her 
death?" ; 

" She did/* 

" Did she know the hand which admi- 
nistered the cause of her death ?" 
" She did." 

" Do you know the 'murderer ?' 
"I do'/' 1 : ' * 

" Declare hirt/thett. ( ? v ' 11 

A solemn 
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' A solemn pause succeeded ; the inqui- 
sitors conversed apart ; they-seemed cont 
founded ; they seemed to deliberate how 
to act, 

^ One question more," said the grand 
inquisitor, " and the rack must extort the 
rest. The supposition i& unnatural, yet it 
is possible—are we to impute the horrid 
intention of murdering the Lady Add* 
heida to her father, the Conte Alverani ?" 

" No," replied Huberto, in a firm voice ; 
* r tke Conte Alverani idolized his child; 
never did his mind harbour a design againfct 
her life." 

You admit her to have died by poi- 
son," resumed the inquisitor-general; " and 
yet you acquit every person upon whom 
suspicion can rest. Huherto di Rinaldinf, 
you abuse our lenity ; and, under the 
conviction that much remains to be dis- 
closed, we adjudge the severity of just tor- 
ture, confident that, that, and tha* alone, 
i: c 2 will 



will bring to light a deed of infernal daft- 
ness." 

" Never ! M nejoinad Hoberto. ; * By the 
eternal Power who sways the soul of man> 
never will the writhings of agony force 
from tny 'lips the fearful ta!e!-^f have 
•worn/' fimilyi ^ arnd tny oathis irrevo«- 
cable ! Sttetcfa me, rack me, disjoint ?my 
limbs, cnusli my sinews— groans may be- 
tray the angiwh of ray body, Trot 'my mind 
lan npt be subdued." 

" We ™£H »try," replied the vicar-gebe- 
ra>, wi& 'fifcmWrfce apatby., and iastamtly 
the well-known signal was given. 

The officials approarched the destined vic- 
tim ; the black division of the hallwas drawp 
aside, and, in a deep recess, was discovered 
various instruments of torture, A fearful 
groan escaped the beholders; all alike 
•pitied, btft all alike were powerless to aid. 
Hubfcrto^vas* the most collected; donsci- 
^uis innocence :gave him support ; digni- 
fied 
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fied pride sustained hinr. . Tears of agony 
streamed down the furrowed cheeks of 
father Luitfrtdo ; VaMiHia, half fai**ing, 
clung to the arm of Benevento ; aftd the 
Suca di Monte MeHssaria breathed, un- 
checked, the bitter sighs of commisera- 
tion. 

Ahready had. the officials stripped the 
devoted Br Rihaldiai of his upper gar- 
raents^-already had they placed him on 
the wheel— already were they prepared to 
stretch the ligatures which hound bis ex* 
tremities. The care of Heayen seemed to 
slumber— rthe malignancy of hell to pre- 
vail, Huberta raised his eyes in meek, 
submission— he thought of Hemelfride,- 
and, while his lip murmured a prayer for 
her >veifore, a tear embalmed the antici- 
pation of her sorrows. 

The hands of the executioners were 
already extended to work the iuferpal en- • 
gine, when a voice of mfogtol agQny and 
f 3 horror 
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horror shrieked out—" Forbear!" A 
form of spectre-thirtnesa rushed into the 
assembly, shrouded in a black cloak, the 
hiefed muffled* in a cowl. It paused at the 
entrarice of the recess— it gazed mourn- 
fully on the prostrate^ Hubcrto ; then, 
wildly darting to the foot of the tribunal, 
threw off the covering, and revealed the 
wasted image fof the Conte Alverarii — 
"•Blind, inhuman wretches !" he ejacula- 
ted; " instruments of darkness! delegates 
of hell ! recal the deadly sentence — spill 
not the blood of innocence ! Y&h exten-? 
cted victim is pure as the angel you would- 
aveifge— on me exhaust yoijj torture—, 
onnve glut your eyes with human agonies 
— smile at my groans, and know the irt-t 
ftiotian just. Yes, on me, the veriest 
wretch that burdens the earth~oh me, 
the father and the murderer of Adel~; 
heida!" 

Horror afcd dismay palsied even the 
s^rifees'df' the ' inquisitors; a solemn silence 

pre- 



DI. MQNTRANZO, 10$ 

prevailed, say^. ever and anon, when the 
d^epsajb^pf penitence burst from the tor- 
tured feearfc ,pf the self-accused^" Lijae- 
tf£tfr th^iijnocenjt," shrieked, the almost 
frantic i^vergni* gating, 1 wjth QUtstretch$d 
ej^s^pn .thpr stilj shackled Di Rinaldini. 
".Fiends! monsters ! unloose the ignoble, 
bppdage ! at my lips receive the confess 
sjpn of guUjt^-at njy lips hearken to a de-. 
t^iLsQj^lacJc^ that, my scared soul sickens. 
a$ thf.ppqtemplation.'V 
./'jPrope.ed/' sard the vicar-generaL « 
. tff Not till yqur intended victim is en^, 
l^ge4i!'; replied, Alver^ni ; " not. till yon 
injured h/eir of . a, nftblje, house js restored 1 
to freedom !" f 

Again ; the. miiHtfur of, abasement pre-; 
vailed, r yijp f gwid, -iqqiiisitpr , gave -the^ 
signal) for release, and tlie qhprffc q$4eft*lz*. 
tiofl were severed. ; ; t !*_!•..?». : . 4 . 

:;'.!'/ 

Huberto would have approached the 
Qonte Jf wpyjld: h^ve ^h^pered pardon to 
: i .» * f 4 his 
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his earliest benefactor, but, Juddering 
with appalled anguish, the wretched perif- 
ttfftt shrank from his approafclU*-" First 
know me," he exclaimed, in quiek des- 
pairing accents, " then curses, not ties* 
sings, will ensue — Know me the murderer* 
o( yot*r father! the usurper of your 
rights ! Yes, instigated by the devil, in-< 
. stigafed by the unbending hatred of Di 
Kf aftfredifii, I, his tool, his weak, wfcked, 
yielding accomplice, deceived an iH-fatfed 
Toother, robbed him of his heir ; and, 
under the hdmble gtiise of an orphan 
wanderer/ under the ftaitte of Huberto di 
Rinaldifti, concealed, educated, preserved, 
Flodoaldo di Montranzo !" 

• # God of Heaven I" burst from the livid 
ftps of the eanon of St. KotnuaW, as, stag- 
gering, he sunk info the extended arms of 
the Due* di Monte Melissario. " 6hild 
of my angel wife ! child of my murdered 
'Florentini !" 

He paused; a wildness of joy, almost 

* amounting 
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amounting to frengy, was. visible in hta 
QOUtttroaiiQe, Huherto robed across tb* 
haU—Huherto knelt at his feet — Huberts 
it* the energy of his feelings folded to hi* 
bosom the convulsed form eFhis iiewly- 
discoYtred parent; and, as be tenderly 
grasped hi* almost lifeless hand* In low 
emphatic qccent% scarcely articulate, from 
the variety pf emotie&fi which mhed 
to his heart, pronounced the name of 
"fathey!" 

To dwell upon the scene which follow* 
ed^-to express theseveral sensatiot&whiell 
thU discovery excited— rto paint the warm 
effusion* of friendship; or the grateful, fer^ 
ireftt rapture of parental, of filial affection, 
would mock, the glowing penpil *f the 
artist ; how then dare the timid pen of thfr 
historian attempt the delineation ? Suffice 
it to say, the long-$pppo$ed departed Mar* 
chest? di MoBtranzo Uved in the petspf* 
of Father LuUfridoL!-rr.yiqdoaJdo r , ; the i^ t 
c^ssantly movrnpd offspring of the hapless, 
f & Florea- 
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Florentine, lived in the noble, the virtu- 
ous Hubert o di Rinaldini— lived, acquitted 
of every supposed Crime — lived, cleared 
from the mildew of suspicion — lived to 
cherish a father's age-^lived to cement 
the ea»ljr ais* of friendship — lived to be- 
come the son of the Duca di Monte Me- 
lissario— lived to give a daughter to the 
Sfarchese- di Montranzo. But. AlVerani/ 
the contrite*,* the heart-broken Alverani. 
labouring under the pressure of disease/ 
weakened by remorse, exhausted by ex- 
ertion, 3ieard*not the burst of rapture, the 
thankfulness of joy ; heard alone that the 
Marchese di Montranzo was sfill in ex- 
istence • that otie deadly crime was ex- x 
pUnged from the^ black catalogue of his' 
own guilt, and then sunk 4 into insensi- 
bility; 

* . y ■ . . . 

The ^wonderful revolution which this* 
unexpected occurrence excited, betrayed* 
itstelP 'in ♦ the * tenrty of the inquisitors:-' 
Father Lforitfrido .and oiir herb were cited* 
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to appear at the future examination of the 
self-accused, whose lifeless, and almost 
hopeless state, rendered any present ex- 
ertions impossible. Through form they 
were detained within the walls of the In- 
quisition, until a thorough investigation 
of facts could t>£ accoinpjished. But the 
Duca di Monte Melissario, pining to dis- 
close the blissful intelligence to the anxi- 
ous, the agonized HeVneHrrde, fled, at the 
prorogation N of the trial, from the hall of 
justice, nor paused, till folding his angel 
daughter to his heart, he kissed off the 
pearly drops of* sorrow ; he a!wakened in 
her snowy b^m the. contrasting tran- 
sports of hpp/e ai\d joy. • ,. ■ 
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CHAP. VI. 

» ■ i l O h It is moat ttous ! 

M«thought the billows spoke* and told me of k j 
The winds did sing it to roc. 

t 1 Shakespejrb i . 

. • • • • . o 
There is a rose-lip 1 d seraph sits on high, 

Who ever beads his holy ear to earth, 

fhark the voice of Penitence, to earih 1 

Her solemn sighs, to tone then* to bit Jtarp, - 

And echo them in harmonies divine 

Up to the throne of grace. 

Ma sow. 

Bor>b from the foot of the tribunal, it 
"was long ere the lagging pulse of life 
resumed its functions; ere, with woe- 
fraught sigfis, the wretched Alverani look- 
ed around the narrow limits of his cell, 
' : > 5 w and 
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and beheld the dark forms, of the officials ; . 
-e*e the remembrance of what had passed 
rushed 'oTnf i his maddened brain, and 
jaundiced every hope of future mercy. 
Wild, incoherent, were his ravings ; he 
prayed for annihilation, talked of death 
as tfee passpofrt '< to torture ; of ghosts, of 
fiends, of devils, of seas of blood, and 
clouds of fire; then, for hours, lay as 
though already: freed from the 'struggles 
of mortality ; and again shuddering, gain- 
ing, shrieking, called on his murdered 
child, beseedhihg her nap to c^rse him. - 

As the darkened shadow of night a** 
vaftced> shrouding in gloomy stillness the 
thterful glare- of day* with a longer: inter* 
vai of sai it y, the gradual languor of dt&» 
solving nature succeeded. , The Jhcidents 
of hia past life> the transitions from inno- 
cence to error, from error to vice, passed in 
nevievf before him y the mask dropped from 
the malignant: ftendi of his iubdi>it*g, and pre- 
judice and mtetesi alike failed to plead. 

Con- 
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Conscience dictated < the itrxBtt ofoii&plate- 
tlon, arid i humanity/ diotibus/i: religion,) 
urged the/effofc :~He raised' himself fuplaii< 
his : elbow, he clasped his handshm isup- 
plieatioiv beckoned an official, and en- 
treated the. aid of a confessor, and 'the pre* 
sence of the injured, son* . of j the M? rsfaiese 
di 'Moatranzo— " I would iunbuhJen my. 
soul," he articulated; r^fly; fly cfre it.be» 
to6.lfite.tQ disclose nhe 'internal. d*edl*' 
awdijhej hectic . glow of fever flushed his. 
salk>jiMi,vrsagffi thb wanipgiifi^e : of his 
darkimdlanch©ly:ew ftft4h^d;4he ImgeM^ 
effort of vital strength. 

Soon \vas the^pipusifoHdinerjAf JEDbiati-/ 
anitysstaijon&L afc; his slde$ sooh; dak-the* 
fbrgi^t»g<£ctyipe of inerctyy.iti the itvefeliAg/ 
£ormi>i**fi« the actnopi*]jed^e<i tuHocfealdo^ 
soften the fester. tiimeJof telfMafcctoafioni—- 
^TxusjL in the pr<wnisesnofl aienrcifted 
viorai !" fqidiJtheiinnn^f; ebid/Uftidg/high: 
thepfooioqs : ebtMehl \ot)<fri\\k(F#»i{%nt id. 
♦tfte jirpnaistebf i tbe^lftefcrafy jriyiimvwHo, 

Paying 
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pitying the frail .tenure > ofd humanity, has? 
extended the spaa of life to the blessing, 
of repentance/' 

•Alverani grasped the crueifix } for a 
moment his drooping soul pictured mercyy 
but the next saw it vanish; .he groaned/ 
he buried his face in his hands.—" Nq; no',? 
old mart," in quick despairing accents, f'for> 
me there is ao hope — I am) a murderer > 
myhandsare dipped in blood — itfthe blood- 
of -my child ! God. of justic.4 ! awful and- 
avenging ! my child ! fny Adelherda ! and ( 
yet she forgave ipe— she bad* me preser^ 
the secret, and live., I fled tO:#,4esert cell ;- 
I. buried myself :fron| the , eyes . of } isnan-r: 
but the eyes of an incensec}. Judge pursued, 
me**— in the no>Qivday beam .they bought 
me out, they shadowed me in the eternal 
veil of darkness/ Ah ! do* n.6t weep, do 
not lament rhe \. 'tis prayers, not tears* ray. 
guilty soul requires;'? ; \ \ • : r •-<■, 

.'EageUy h« jaiixoA in thejor&oifcr&f the 
•V-« . * monk, 
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monk, eagerly he dung to the glimmer- 
ing hope of redemption* 

" Confession, repentance, arjd faith, 
purges the blackest guilt/' whispered the 
friar; t€ be resolute, my aon; reveal the 
blessed dawn of remorse. God can wipe 
the tears from the eyes of the afflicted ; 
God can cleanse the soul of sin, even to 
the spotless hue of innocence. 

" Ah I 'tis too long — the woe- fraught 
story is too Jong/' faltered the shudder* 
ihg Alverani. <c Priay for me, father ; 
pray for me; Flodoafdo ; my moments are 
short, are wtwn&ered ; already do my eyes 
grow dim ; already does the chilly finger 
of 'death press upon my senses/* 

*' The living have some claims/' solemn* 
ly observed the confessor; " until the 
mystery of the Signcra's death is removed, 
the result of the triaf is doubtfuW-repar- 
ration is a saving clause to salvation— 
reparation most be made, and then '* 

"Shall be made/' exclaimed Alverartr, 

snatching 
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snatohifig the tfrurifix fo> ftis Ib&rning lips. 
'« Hatred avarie* severed the infant 
Tiew of B4 Sfdnttanzo'9 honour* froiti Bis 1 
parents' love." • FlbdoaHo, Hubertoj Kred, 
grew ujfc as th£ foundling of my bounty— 
Ffodoaldb blested, in the hand of supposed 
beifeficeneej the perpetrator of barbarity 
attd fraud/* 

Pkpansetf; rtie paflg of meirtdry palsied : 
the powers of exertion^ artd sickened the 
momentary fervow of the soul. Sudden- 
ly he adderfi— ' f ft'Was Di ManfrGdihi who 
phmgdd me iiito an abyss stfr^eep, so 
black, so dining/ that Virtue; honour,' 
conscience, humanity, all were wrecked— 
Di Manfred im, now polluting the sacred 
holiness of religion, now, under the guise 
of the monk Brasilia, a brother of the 
C*matd6li oWer of St. Romuald's col*-* 
vetot." . • h - • 

The confessor shuddfcred; he crossed' 
bosom 'with pious confidence, as so-' 
lemnty he 2 se}6in£d-<— " The weak lamp of 
lite is^hutnhig to a closd. Remember, 

my 



my son, the jlastj ${$b?tp;Qf expiring goiff 
should to, solicit p^fttofb Jftot fo avert 
Wight pf efrrthty^^^^^toft, fey • 
bjaQfcenjpg thc*ifamc.o£tlre Yivipg.f' h , 
_ " The /last, ^ortS|;,pf <; p^pjring, .guilt 
should l?e ^epppation/, piorij)U|*fld jthe tor-j 
tured Alvefank* " should be tp^^Jd the; 
life of innocence — Brazilio di M^pfr^djni 
is the sworn,, tha (deadly foe ;of ; iIjLe ? tytqr- 
o^ese di Moptn^o • if ; he knQW* teJiyesj; 
there will be bloodrrblpjod-^-rblood. Ea r 
th^r, oftiSftift hjrm ftpija fchft crime; awaken, 
him . to^pentaace;; fall , fcjm J)flw; J, Jwre { 
died,, and warn bina pf aR^ff^fteri 'T\yaj*; 
he tvho, marking' oh> tlw deeprifQot^dipeed^> 
pf avarice;* turned the jaundiced passions 
of pride, ambition, $nvy> to bis own acrl 
outted > propose;— be? $vho> instigated > 
the raurdgr of . my rvephewv .Our pUiv was> 
deep laid; we had nothing to fear .but: 
Heavqq, an$ at ,that we ;sco$ed-^y.gs, 'tyjas 
he, who -mixed th/e dps? 4>f, death! byt 
'tvfapj^hp gfyvejt^! Aveagi^g Gpd ! thp. } 
Hpcfc, transaction was. : a\erte4n^a*y qbild, . 

- my 
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my injured,, forgiving child s tortured, died, * 
pardoned and pitied me!" . 

* Awful was the pause which succeedfed; 
a blackening convulsion passed over the 
features of the penitent, grbaos and sobs 
burst from his lips, and every rierve; trem- 
bled with conflicting emotion^. :Fox, a. 
moment the wild incoherence of ideErhim- 
again preyed upon 'his strength, again 
exhausted his powers ; then> suddenly 
settling into sanity, he clasped his hands,, 
and feebly continued. , ; 

fC How can I describe jsny feelings ? how 
can I describe the tortures which gnawed 
upon my heart,?— r.tfiy child, : my loved, 
Adelheida, pofeoned by rny. oyfn hanfl! : 
I. fled fronn. Montranzq?; fearful of pur-». 
suit, I passed the 'follpwujg day : in tjfoe. 
mountains, an4 at night, uiKj^r the .cover 
of darkness*,, with wild: preeipttationi jovr-i 
neyed.J kneew »npt whither, r The pfde, 
shadowy form. #C my d^p^tedr.oh\bl seejrn^ 
. x ; ed 
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' ed to flit before me ; shrieks of minder 
rang in my ears; wherever I flew the 
phantom accompanied me, gnawed upon 
my brain, and turned my thoughts to mad- 
ness. The Marchese~*hufc what was the 
Mapchese to AdeLhetda !— -my child mur- 
dered, and by me, and yet the earth sua* 
taiixed me \ Though hopeless, of mercy, 
though pining for annihilation, yet I Kvect* 
Wildly I c&nbed the craggy heights* 
wildly I plunged into the darkened forests; 
everywhere I beheld her, everywhere the 
deep voice of conscience whispered re~ 
tribution. Again the glorious orb of day 
shot over my head ; again I shrunk as if 
from myself; nature seemed to loathe a 
Wretch so lost ; the mountain goat, for* 
sakirig it^fbymy herbage, fled at my ap- 
proach, i listened, 1 gazed around ; no 
sound, save the wind, could be distin- 
guished ; distracted, forlorn, I pressed 
through the thic^entwiiting shrubs* which 
seemed to form a phalanx to shut out the 
murderer, and; wercotfie with despair and 

horror, 



kotrror, threw nrysidf -upoa the earth, 
TEeil m*," lodking with imploring aad&eas 
in the facctofrhis confessor, and ftxiendiiig 
hishand to,g*aap ibe emblem of rtdenip*- 
tion, "date I picture mieycy ^4ral7h&f>$* 
for pardon ?" , 

£ 5 Thepowcr of the Supreme is iftfi#U&" 
said tfhe tnuwtk!; " pardon on eafcfth is prof- 
fered," glaribcing at the stiU kneeling J?lo- 
doaldo ; " utxtimiled is the beneficence «*f 
ffeavten. Prooced, my. son.; the torture 
jof -the spirit absolves the '&ajlty : &f the 
itefih." . • } . 

Alverani raised his rh^d from the mat- 
truss ; 4jie watchful Flodoaldo sprang. fiwai 
1iis recumbent postal and* mth Ihe cawr 
ciliatmg gentleniess forgiving pity, at- 
tentively supported -the sufferer. Thi 4 
Conte, subdued, inclined oil the circling 
^rni, wd wiept; sjaao reqoverii>g bis self* 
fiouimand, itye<£QBtiBued< 

" Thfc drtniedvapoufts of might nto soon* * 

shrouded 
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shrouded 1 < the face of creation, than ihc 
portentous darkness bf the sky . threatened 
an apftaftahiftg stortai ; -regardless of .ex- 
ternal* hotooirs/with Adelheida on my lips, 
aqdhyi^riy: heart, I resumed my flrght. 
Exhausted jiature tottered ; my Hps jvere 
parched- and'<Jfy:, ' tny frame debilitated ; 
for- two 'Whole days I had defied the crav- 
ings o£ hunger, nor suffered : the. pure 
tetream of the' pellucid brook to allay F my 
buttling'; thirst; The thunder roared, the 
lightning played* around my defenceless 
head, and the wrath of Heaven drench- 
ed my garments with its drippings. 
The corabat within defies description ; 
pain/ languor/ s sickness, subdued roe, 
and, senseless, I sunk on the threshold of 
a hermitage. Theh6ly inhabitant received 
me, sustained me, wiped away my* tears, 
and whispered' consolation. He had fell 
it, he could picture it— he: h<nd r beep un- 
fortunate, but not vicious. > <For 'three 
short weeks I shared his cell, then, bend- 
ing with age; lie died, and'^teft rte its 
. ii-jj: * miserable 
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«niiseri*bfe ifthei»^qB»#fr(An'lfce cdnvferse 
k& rAf&Wfa4#ltot\a&l a ) aliVe only to the 
. tylfesseft •jAWHege^Gf rfcjWritance/ my nigftfc 
Wir^ ^s^irt 1 prayfer r ; niy aaytf ihHit'- 
tioh' tfri& VemorsS'; f V' ihdanchoty caltii 
sucfceedej>fVrfid-1htfuift >the wari image 1 cff 
niy ifeil*W«^ve¥ prisSerif to 1 toy inemohV 

'^'ff^quenf/Nl^Bth^ intfervfcncfd', |p^tit heVer 
Jiafd (hp echo of a human wic£ ; *evterbferated 
tny '..nKHrtisJ'' ^toice 'hi*: t'foe <Jta«e» ! 1riA* 
cocked my -bl«dk c&I f? >twitjerhad : the eMi- 
mer sun stfofoshttiinphe seitoty herbage <tf 
its barren site, when, led by the hand of 
Heaven, a jiilgPtfA ; wafideml' to the 'valley 
I inhabited. » Iforoke hte Alutabttt*;' t'<J6h- 
ducted himr to my dweHlng/and 4h*i^, 'iik 
the overflowings of sorrow, learnt the hor- 
rid conviction of Di Manfredini's perse- 
vering hat red. : ; >Ftiodbaldo, the injuted 
widtiwer >of> itt^finiil-dlrWd fT child/ the ' In- 
jured orphan >df wtf tmjttlered torofh*!* 
was arraigned, t was )sBri)ed -ftr 'the 'vfery 
crime I had perpetrated !" 

** Again 
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Agaw 4he Gqntt? ipaiiwJ> *: tfri£k film 
overspread &i$ ej^ <iW¥4 /dw&<*ed the 
jwwer* . of , t ar&^tion; , motion ^ud 
.sttiengtjr 9^ke flfid, *Qr lhq.p«3t aad 
pre«ei»t, became; ofrscutftl .Cowjudwg 
the; agqpte* >pf 4e#h wpre; ftjieaty op 
Flqdoatyo joined jui tji$, $i«yiffi frf Jthp 
^aafe^so^ gnd, tg Wed with minted pity 
and awe u^qn this miserable eKpttpleoff 
subduing $in, #ut the fawtoess pas&e<t 
the etrapgtb n^ure rallied, #*>d .Abrer 
m iStili .supported*. fey *he Mmvldtf ftf 
WswpMw, feebly cotitfcnied : 

" CancepliAg my interest from the 
kflojvledge of/ the rpijfritt* I $6^ him d*- 
pprt, eager to share the dun&een ;a»4 >tbe 

Fiodoaldo hresthed ia si&h p£ gratafol 
favour; ;the name \*f. *H#ipeJlri4e •treror 
fefed on hk lips.; tat the glow of love 
yielded to *te inftrafiee *f pity, 

. ' "My 
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• My resolution was formed/' pnrsrued 
the penitent ; " but, alas ! my constitu- 
tion equalled not its strength; madness 
and despair succeeded ; disease and misery 
took from me the power to aid, and for 
weeks I was incapable of exertion. At 
length the goodness of Providence enabled * 
•me to drag my feeble limbs to Fossom- 
fcrone; but there, alas! my penance was 
not concluded; the unfortunate prisoner 
was removed, to Rome — was plunged in 
the horrors of an inquisitorial dungeon* 
Begging a scanty sustenance from the 
hand of charity, I 'Crossed the Appennines, 
my only hope -of saving the life of my 
persecuted nephew, centring in the known 
procrastination of the holy office. I have 
succeeded — Heaven has crowned my en* 
deavoursi Yes, in the moment of im- 
pending fate, I hav* saved the heir of Di 
Montratfwo-i the spirit of my child? smiles 
.commendation, and, for ihis one act of 
justicei, augurs peace." 

vou IV* -Q " A dread 
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A dread silence succeeded ; a transient 
serenity pervaded the features of Alverani; 
his eyes were turned upwards ; his hands 
clasped. Gradually sinking from the 
shoulder of Flodoaldo, he reclined upon, 
the mattrass; his breath became less la- 
boured, and, from the calm of satisfaction, 
he sank into repose. v 

The monk retired, to present the inqui- 
sitors the notes of the confession ; but 
Flodoaldo quitted not the side of his 
wretched uncle. He watched him with a 
care almost filial ; he forgave all his own 
injuries, and, as he gazed upon the pale 
and deathlike countenance before him, 
breathed a prayer even for the murderer 
of Adelheida ! 

The deep-toned clock, from the high 
turret of the prison, was tolling two, when 
Alverani started from his . slumber ; he 
numbered the strokes; he looked with 

wild 
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vfld horror around the cell— " It was at 
this hour/' he shrieked, u avenging God ! 
it was at this hour nay angel died 1 Not 
blood— there was no blood, I tell you— 
all was secret, afl was sui« — it was poison/' 
He grasped the hand of Flodoaldo— he 
raised himself upon his e!bow— ^ Hark, 
that voice ! did you hear it ? it cries mur- 
ieri It is the voice of ray girll Ah ! see, 
she drives them hither ; a crowd of fiends, 
of furies— they encompass me — they tear 
my heart — they sting me even unto death." 

He paused; he gasped. for breath; large 
drops hung upon his forehead, and his 
limbs were cold and numbed. The re- 
turn «of the monk, accompanied by two 
ordinary inquisitors, affected him net; 
still motionless he reclined, his eyes dis- 
tended, 'and his hand clenched, as though 
in the paroxysm of agony* 

" We. hay ft examined your, confession* 
Henrico AlVefani," said one of the inqui- 
c 2 sitors, 
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sitors, in a voice of the calmest indiffe- 
rence, " and wait but for the accustomed 
oath of its veracity, to dispatch a guard 
for the seizure of the monk Brazilio, of 
St. Romuald's convent. Will you swear, 
that neither malice or hatred frame the 
denouncement? will you swear that he/ 
the said monk Brazilio, instigated. the mur- 
der? that he was your active accom- 
plice?" 

Alverani shuddered; thrice he strove 
o answer, but thrice his parched lips re- 
filled articulation./ 

* 

" Say/' resumed the inquisitor, «' by 
your hopes of mercy, t>y your dread of 
perdition, is the monk Brazilio guilty of 
the charge ? If speech is denied, Ifold up 
your hand in token of affirmation/' 

But the hands were already dead., the 
limbs were already cold, Alverani strug- 
gled for a moment; he fixed his eye* on 

the 
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the cross; he raised his head from the 
pillow, in an internal hollow voice, he 
articulated — " Brazttiois guilty'* 

A short convulsion seized him* his head 
again sank, and he breathed no more* 
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CHAP. VIL 

Had some good angel op'd to him the boo* 
Of Providence, and let hi* read 7tts life, 
Bis heart had broke, when he beheld the sun* 
Of tilt, which, one by one, Jfce fou endured* 

That Power, whose ministers good angek arc* 
Hath stmt the book, in mercy to mankind. 

HotflY 

Shall I patiently awarit the return of the 
guard destined to seize Father Brazilio* 
destined to conduct htm a prisoner to* 
Rome, and likewise destined to obtain the 
packet once written by Father Luitfrido, 
and deposited by him in the hands of the 
Abbot of St. Romuald, and which the ab- 
solution 
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solution of a compulsatory vow no longer 
rendered sacred? Or, shall I leave my 
characters to break the. seal in peace, and 
forestall the contents, by suffering my read- 
ers to peep with me behind the curtain ? 
The first, I fear, will swell my volume to 
an unnecessary length, for sorrow is an 
egotist, and the good canon, in the lone 
hours of night, when sleep forsook his 
pillow, loved with his pen to revive the 
scenes of former woes, and stamp the co- 
lour of his feelings ; besides, the latter will 
give the historian an opportunity to talk, 
and as her sex are famed for the prero- 
gative, it is an indulgence not easily to " 
be relinquished. Taking the thread of 
the Thica di Monte Melissario's account of 
his friend, the Marches^ di Montranzo, 
we fipd him mourning the loss of an adored 
wife, and yielding to the arguments of 
friendship, to try the benefit of change in 
a foreign land. 

Attended only by the Conte Alverani, 
c 4 lie 
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he repaired to Leghorn, and from thence, 
unsuspecting, sailed in a vessel bound for 
Marseilles. Absorbed by his own reflec- 
tions, he marked not the ferocious aspect 
of the commander; he noticdi not hi* 
sudden starts, his lowering gldom, or his* 
apparent observation of himself. The 
murdered imagfc of his* wife was ever pre- 
sent to memory; Florentini mingled in 
every thought ; Florentini flitted over 
the trembling wave, and lightened the 
cabin's darkness. The loss of his boy no 
longer brought the torturing agony or 
woe ; so true is ife that one deadly ill an- 
other swallows. Sometimes he would 
/weep, but oftencr, * in " moody melaiw 
choly,* number the tardy hoiirs, and 
dwell o'er the misered tale of sadness. 

It was night, when the hushed wind$ 
scarce fanned the unfurled sails, when the 
waves, in shortened eddies, x broke in bub- 
bling monotony against the vessel's side, 
that the Marchese started at the opening 

of 
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of . hU cabin door. Midnight had long 
passed; the exchanged watch slept sound* 
ly , and nought was heard save the: shrill 
whistle, "or mournful chant of the mariners 
above. ' A sensation .of mistrust, of appre*- 
hension, for the first time pervaded the 
feelings of Di Montranzo. He saw^the 
commander of the vessel enter ; he graced 
in his features, an expression which defied 
description ; in his hand' he grasped a. 
Wiletto, which, as he advanced, he depo- 
sited in its sheath— " Marchese/' he, ex* 
s claimed, abruptly seating himself by the 
tMetvfthe oonch, " I have sroM your life^: 
b%it i wouM spfetr& myself the erhnfc of 
fctobd. . ¥our emniiies m :po^fUy m 
rieMrttett; J; hive bound mysrff to thsifr 
frtfrpose; and though >hOTba^tfty stilt fctrug- 
I dan te fofohftiU* iie paii^d. 
" PYdcetA," said the Mi^hese > ( sti« 
tkAibfful of his meaning. - - 

.? Ydif.mmt die to the wrorfdi J> resumed 
Bxtffino : ; fdtic deep dejection, yoiiraud* 
den Starts of fifeti&y, will give eokwr to 
q 5 the 
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the story — Marchese, you must die* by my 
hand, or you must purchase life by for- 
swearing your name, your rank, nay,, your 
very being 

" Who are my enemies ? and for what 
purpdse am I thus threatened ?" he de- 
manded. 

u Your enemies are my fiientfe,^ re* 
joined Ruffino, half unsheathing his sti- 
, Jetto ; * hesitate a moment longer, and 
my actions will prove my purpose beyond 
a threat" 

There was a savage, an unrelenting cast 
in the countenance of the bravo, which 
conveyed even more than his words. The 
Ifarcbese was unarmed, and the life whick 
sorrow had rendered burdensome, in the 
moment of impending violence struggled 
for preservation. He acceded to thepropo- 
sition of Ruffino ; he bound himself by the 
most solemn oa*h, rcot only to veil his rank 
atad his name front the world, but, beneath 
Ihe monkish cowl, to evade the possibility 

of 
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of recognition No child, no claim could 
spurn at the sacrifice ; grandeur had ceased 
to captivate, for with Florentine every, 
social wish had expired. In secrecy, in 
disguise, he was landed at a port foreign 
to the point of destination, and there, 
again repeating his vows of eternal seclu- 
sion, he was left by Ruffino, who exulting!/ 
returned to Italy to claim the promised 
reward- 

I will not follow the lone footsteps of 
the wanderer . through all his* toilsome 
journeys, nor .will I expatiate on his feet- 
jngs on landing it* his native country- 
Subject to fits of settled melancholy',. to> 
starts of trjunsie^t derangement, bending, 
3vith weakness,, exhausted with lassitude,, 
hfe - traversed the Appepi\i»e& It was 
night when he saw the distant spires, of 
his own domain^ — when he s*w Montran^o* 
peering over the wavy summits, of emc 
bowering woods. No transports hea-vecT hk 
fcosom-;. no anticipation brought delight;, 
€ 6* a strangeD* 
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a stranger and a wanderer, he dared hot. 
claim an asylum; banished from the home 
of happier days, wrapped in supposed 
death, veiled from the knowledge of hi* 
friends, he was destined to Breathe the- 
sigh of grief unpiticd and unknown. ^ 
thousand crowding linages rushed on hi* 
brain — images of -past bliss— images 9F 
torturing import. He paused in the wood 
once stained with the blood of his child ; 
he threw himself upon the earth.; the rail* 
fell, and the thunder roared. Long insen- 
sible to threatened danger, he continued 
to weep. The shadow of Flofcentini seem**" 
ed to flit in the gloom, seemed to beckoi* 
to the chapel in -which she mouldered*. 
It was imagination all ; yet Dt Moatranzc* 
arose, nor paused till he reached the silent . 
resting-place* of his murdered wife — he 
knelt on the marble base of the monu- 
ment ; and when he quitted the chapel*, 
^when he repaired to the convent of St. 
Romuald, his mind seemed to have lost 
its terrifying wildness. He spoke not 

seb* 
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tobs and groans were the only responses 
to enquiry ; and for months, avoiding the 
converse of the brotherhood, he vore 
aw*y his life in prayer and tears* 

The profound melancholy which hatt 
so long threatened to dethrone the seal: 
of reason, gradually encreased ; night 
after night he would repel the advances of 
sleep ; * day after day, regardless of the 
persevering efforts of consolation, he. 
„ would pass in silence and abstraction, till 
floods of bitter tears, awakened by some 
intruding thought, would relieve the 
burning anguish of his brain. The en* 
trance of the little Huberto in the eon- 
went for the benefit of education, imper- 
ceptibly stole ifaim from himself. The 
playful caresses, of the orphan relaxed his 
wati features into smiles, and lightened 
the long, long hours of confinement, 
"Without knowing the dear, the natural 
claim to his affection, he gave all his ten- 
dteraeis, all his exertions, all hie care— he 

pruned 
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pruned the early germ of knowledge, and 
unfolded a heart rich in every promise 
of virtue. 

From a strict adherence to his vow, he 
never beheld the Conte Alverani, fearful 
lest any incautious word should betray his 
secret ; and after the removal of Dr Rinal* 
dini to theresidence of his benefactor, he 
combated, under the plea of debility, aid 
his importunities to visit the castle. He 
would not — he dared not expose himself 
to a trial so severe ; he felt, at the very 
anticipation of such an exertion, a tremor 
almost deathlike pervade his heart — he 
could talk, he could think of Florentine but 
he could hot visit haunts orhre endeared 
by her presence; Sound by the solemn 
rules of his* order,, prayer and penance 
was the business of life ; forgiveness was 
the mild tract of faith;' the crimes of 
others coloured the offering of piety, 
and the unknown enemy, who had. thus 
forged the fetters of seclusion* shared, in 

th* 
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the general supplication for mercy. From 
the unabating patience of endurance; 
from the ceaseless exercise of devotion ; 
from the Strict attention to every moral 
and divine law, which for years had mark- 
ed the conduct of Father Luitfrido, he 
became elevated tathe situation of canon ; 
but the distinction swelled not his con- 
sequence; he was alike meek, unassum- 
ing, gentle, esteemed by the brothers of 
his cloister, and loved, reverenced by his. 
grateful pupil* 



CHAP. 



CHAP. vm. 

So tad z death argues a monstrous life. 

On the return of the guavd from Fossom> 
brone, the monk Brazilio was plunged 
into one of the dungeons of the Inquisi- 
tion, During the jourhey he had main- 
tained the most sullen silence, and what- 
ever were his internal sensations, he per- 
severed in an appearance of cold and un- 
devitfting .indifference. At night, in the 
gloom of darkness, the importunities and 
arguments of a confessor were alike in- 
effectual ; he heard the prerogatives of 
power, the denunciations of justice, the 
* ' promise* 
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promises of mercy, alternately discussed ; 
yet a supercilious smile, or a sullen and 
repulsive negative, was alone excited. 

The confessor departed, and in the 
morning, when led into the hall of trial, 
he betrayed neither concern or dread ; 
hfe features were rather clothed in that 
triumphant malignity, which expresses the 
success of some secret plan. At sight of 
the canon, having heard that in' him ex- 
isted the Marchese di Montranzo, 1 the 
loved husband of Florentini, a crimson 
flush overspread his sallow visage ; he 
darted on him a look of fiendlike ire, and 
then stationed himself at the foot of the 
tribunal. At first he answered the ques- 
tions proposed with boldness and eager 
haste; but ere an hour had elapsed, a 
shuddering convulsions seized him — " No 
more, no more/* he exclaimed, turning 
from the inquisitor-general; " my time 
is precious. Avaunt with painted devils* 
and hydra dogmas, they will not catch my 

flying 
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flying soul ! A\aunt, I say, and give roe 
ojly vengeance ! Di Montranzo, tear off 
your guise ; come forth, and let me sting 
you ! Di Montranzo, hell is not hotter 
than my hatred ! Di Montranzo, let your 
heart heave; let your eyes shed blood — 
'twas I who dissolved your union — 'twas 
I who murdered Florentini — 'twas I who 
drove the sharpened steel into her bosom ! 
In defence of chastity," with a ghastly 
smile, " she aimed the blow— yes, you may 
start, you may shudder — had I violated 
her person, fate had requited me — but she 
died." . * '^">^ 

He paused for a moment, struck his 
clenched fist upon his breast, then re- 
sumed, 

" 'Twas I -who stole your child — 'twas 
I who blasted your hopes— 'twas I who 
gajre you -misery." Gasping, he leant 
upon the shoulder of an official — " Down, 
down, damned pain ! Grant me breath, 

that 
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that I may tell Di Montranzo I lived tp 
blast, and dying curse him !" 

" Monster ! M ejaculated the beholders. 

" Tear him hence/' said the vicar-gene- 
ral ; " drag him to the rack." 

u Idefy yoiir tortures," exclaimed the 
monk, with a loud and demoniac laugh ; 
€t your threats' cannot reach me. Fools, * - 
idiots, I have escaped your policy. la 
my breast I wear an antidote — the seeds 
of death are swelling. Didst think/' with 
convulsive starts, " Di Manfredini would 
die the death of a criminal ? didst think 
be would be placed upon the wheel by 
Di Montranzo ? didst think he would ex- 
piate his crimes by penance ? or, like the 
cursed deluded tool of his vengeance, 
cowardly forswear his purpose ? No, no, 
no ! Wherte is, the threatened hell ? here, 
in the brain — poison can cheat it. I go—** 
I shall be nothing/' v 

Panting, struggling, exhausted, he fell 
upon the floor. The most acute spasms 

seemd 
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seemed to rack him; he writhed in tor- 
ture ; his features assumed a terrifying 
blackness; his hands were clenched, and 
half-smothered groans burst from his bo- 
som. Suddenly he started erect upon 
his elbow ; his eyes glared in wild frenzy 
— t€ Didst think it a ghost, poor fool ? 
The hymn was what Adelheida often play- 
ed. Twas ' a deep project, worthy the- 
soul of Di Manfredini. Give me that 
flower — that orange-blossom. l am wet ; 
I have combated with the wave — but I 
have saved the treasure — 'tis etfriched with 
Florentines breath! Hah! 'twas a mo- 
ment of triumph, which -Di Montranso 
blasted — and for that act, curse him! 
curse him ! Shower on him disease, pes- 
tilence, death t Blast his eyes with light- 
nings, and his hopes with Woe 1 That one 
act has undone me— that one act has 
stamped me his foe for ever ! Married I 
Florentini married, and to Bi Montranzo ! 
I will tear her from his arms— I will prove 
the vengeance of a heart despised 1 Yes, 

I wiU • 
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% will possess her — heedless of her strug- 
gles, her shrieks, her agonies, she shall be 
min6 ! By hell I swear it, she shall be 
mine ! and then I will proclaim the deed* 
I will blacken her spotlSss fame-^-I will 
la-ugh- af the wreck of hatred ! Di Mon- 
tranzo, I will have ven '* 

The sharpest convulsions seized him; 
the cotvl fell' from his head, and his black* 
^ned visage betrayed the most horrid dis- 
tortions* Gradually his groans became 
less audible; gradually they died away; 
then again starting, as though the sport 
of some tormenting fiend — " (Jive me 
that cursed dagger I'' he exclaimed. « Boy 
—novice— Hemelfride— -'twas I who drop- 
ped it— still stained, Mill reeking in Pio*- 
*e»tim^Mood!^ - 
< 46 Bnhappy wretch !" murmured the 
canon, " deaf to the voice of piety, to 
the effiwte of repentance." 

* Repentance !" muttered Brasilia; 
4 J repeqtance is for ccrvvards^—not if Hea- 

Q yen, 
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vcn was the promised reward, would I 

bliss Di Montranzo ! Repentance " 

€€ Take the blasphemer hence,** said the 
grand inquisitor; " away with him to 
the loathsome dungeon of penance ; there, 
if he survive, the agony of merited tor- 
ture shall be inflicted/ 9 

A hideous laugh marked the last efforts 
of the monk. The Officials approached, 
they seized him, they raised him from the 
earth. He was beyond the reach of pe- 
nance, beyond the reach of earthly pain ; 
the rack could not have awakened the 
sense of feeling ; life was fled ; a sense- 
less corse was the burden. 

No sooner was the body of Di Manfre- 
dini conveyed from the hall, and: the hor-. 
ror of the scene somewhat abated, than 
the vicar-gerieral, assuming the dignity* 
of his office, reverted to the former sus- 
picions and denouncement against Hu- 
berto di Rinaldini ; and then appropri- 
ately 



m MONTBANZO. 



143 



ately enlarging on the danger of yielding 
to vice* on the irremediable misery of 
irreligion, dwelfupon the blessing of in- 
nocence, pictured it as the sure shield 
against every evil upon earth, as' the sure 
securer of a paradise in heaven. He then 
proceeded, in the name of the holy office, 
to declare the -charges unfounded; and 
ended by acquitting the prisoner, by the 
dignified title of Marchese di Montranzo, 
his father being dead to the world, from 
the moment of profession. The necessary 
forms were then usedj the copy of the me- 
morial delivered by the secretary, and 
"the heavy walls of the prispn unbarred. 
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CHAP. IX. 

■ ■ ■ ■ Heaven is just! 

X nd, when the measure of his crime* is full. 

Will bare its red Tight arm, and launch its lightnings 

Till then, ye elements, rest : and thou, firm earth, x 

Cpe not thy yawning jaws, bat let this monster 

Stalk his due time on thine affrighted surface. 

Masov; 

Trom the dark and malignant passions 
which the mind ef Di Manfredini have 
unfolded, to have closed his career in con- 
fession and repentance, would not have 
corresponded with my conception of the 
character. Born with the unbending, the 
persevering seeds of avarice and cunning; 

cruel, 
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cruel, haughty, suspicious, tenacious of 
injury, and relentless in revenge ; follow- 
ing ever the natural depravity of inclina- 
tion, and, even when entangled in the 
intricate mazes of vice, assuming the simi- 
litude of virtue ;> desperate in moments 
of danger, demoniac in moments of exul- 
tation, a stranger to the inroads of fear, 
and an infidel to future denunciation, 
could he consistently have yielded to the 
threat of man ; or, through the pusillani- 
mity, of fear, have disclosed a series of 
iniquities, so long and so successfully 
practised? No, it would have been pre- 
posterous, it would have been unnatural. 
Mcthinks my reader quietly acquiesces / 
in my reasoning ; and therefore, without 
^further preamble, investing myself in the 
boundless privileges of an authoy, I has- 
ten to unfold the rise and progress of his 
actiojis. 

At an early age, he betrayed the male- 
volence of his soul. Fate had stamped 
. vol.. iv. ii him ' 
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him the youngest son of the Data ili Mtfn- 
fredini ; and envy, jaundicing the feeitngi 
of nature/ returned the love of his bro- 
ther wijh sullen distrust, and hypocritical 
servility. Rank, not riches, distinguished 
the aftcierit house from which he sprung; 
and tfie 'Duca, witlv a pride and ostenta- 
tion, too frequently practised to support 
the splendour of an illustrious name, 
doomed the younger branches of his fa- 
mily to a cloister's perpetual imprison- 
ment. One meek unmurmuring daughter 
yielded to the mandate-*-she took the veil, 
and died. But Di Manfrcdini scoffed at a 
coercion his pride would not admit; iu^ 
fernally he disclaimed parental confront, 
and watched an auspicious mopient to fly 
the detention of authority, the labour of 
study. ' 

" Your sister is dead/' said the father 
abbe, whose task was to prune the germ 
of knowledge. " The innocent soul of 
the nuivis fled to Heaven !" > 

" Would 
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99 Would it were my brother !" mutter* 
»ed Di Manfredini. 

The man of God crossed his bosom— 
" Your brother !" he repeated, in accents 
of horror. 

' '* I hate him !" vehemently exclaimed 
the youth. 

".'But why do you hate him ?" 

4t Because he came into the world be- 
fore me — -because .he is the heir' to my fin 
ther's wealth." / - 

The monk shuddered — " Beware, be- 
ware," he replied ; " if you curb not this 
unlicensed malignity, if you smother not 
the rancorous propensities of your heart, 
you will be heir to perdition." 

" I care not/' he muttered, "so this 
brother share it with me." 

At the age of eighteen he fled from 
Naples, and hastened to Venice,* where, 
passing for the eldest son of the Duca di 
Manfredini, he launched into all the dis- 
solute extravagance, and indolent volup- 
a 2 tuou?nes* 
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tuousness of unthinking prodigality. Fre- 
quenting the haunts of gamesters and 
sharpers, he became conversant in their 
tricks, and rioted tm the pillage of the 
ignorant, and the chicanery of the vicious. 
As his unprincipled habits gained strength, 
the nobler impulses of his soul diminished ; 
practice stamped him an adept in dissi- 
mulation ; and wbnt at first cost an ihter- 
ual conflict to design, soon became the 
instinctive propensities of nature, ~~ . 

It was at the midnight vigil of the god- 
dess Volupia, tkat chance introduced to 
his knowledge the Conte AKerani. Their 
tastes, their ages were similar, but their 
dispositions varied ; nature had stamped 
the passions of this young nobleman 
stronger than his reason ; he was dissipa- 
ted, extravagant, proud, ambitious, but 
unsuspecting, and open to flattary. 
Though so young, he acknowledged no 
restraint, for his father dying, with impru- 
dent misplaced fondness, had left him 

alike 
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sriike the guide .of his actions and his for- 
tune. His manners were prepossessing, 
his perso: handsome ; and in the slumber- 
ing faculties of his heart, by hid a lurking 
bigotry an innate reverence of religion, 
which threatened at times to overthrow 
the seeds of depravity, and substantiate 
the- painted shade of virtue. Di Manfre- 
dini, conscious of his own power, and 
diving at one glance into the character of 
his new associate, strove,, by every, expres- 
sion of regard, to obtain his friendship. 
Too easy did his insidious artifice prevail ; 
Alverani fell into the share laid to entrap ? 
him; and, unconscious of danger, hugged * 
to his bosom the guileful serpent of his « 
own destruction. — From the eassino of ar, 
celebrated courtezan, Di Manfredini aad ♦ 
his friend embarked in a gondoJa, to 
minrgle in the gay -scene of a Venetian t 
carnival. if he boat cut swiftly through 
the wave, and the sparkling expanse of 
the Adriatic resounded the soft vibration 
qt Italian harmonf. Care and reflection 
h 3 seemed 
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seemed to slumber ; the busy splash of the 
oar, and t4ie quick succession of objects, 
alternately varied the scene; ^aow the 
liquid mirror reflected the variegated 
streamer, and now proudly bore a freight 

w ■ Of knights and barons bold. 

With stpre of ladies, whose bright eyes 
Kain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or arms; while both contend 
To win her grace whom all commend." 

Exhilarated by the luscious juice of the 
grape, even to the dizzy height of volup- 
tuous excess, Di Manfredini's eyes loosely 
revelled over the roseate blushes of cap- 
tivating. beauty. The gondolieri arrested 
their bars, for a gondola, magnificently 
decorated with streaming pendents and 
gay awnings, smoothly cut the glassy sur- 
face. The loud swell of concording in-. 
, struments ceased, and a voice of the most 
magic soilness filled the pause. He leant 
over the side of the gondola, to view the- 

sylphid 
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syfphid form of the songstress, and in ohe 
glance, bewildered his fancy and fascinated' 
his senses. She appeared scarcely fiftefen r 
the playful smile of joy danced in eyes 4 
blue as the cerulean tinge v of Heaven^ 
while over the whole contour of her pef* 1 
feet features, the dappled glow of modesty,* 
like a translucent veil, shadowing, not- 
hiding, heightening, not concealing, be- 
trayed the truant frolic of her guileless 
Hefert. The gondolas passed -each other ; 
the wave closed over the tract ; the sounds 
died away — but in the breast of Di Man- 
fredim theTemembrance lived ; even when 
mingling with the gay and thoughtless 
crowds which thronged the Broglio of St.* 
Mark, the fairy image of immortal beauty" 
lived in his brain, and tinged his every 
sense. In vain he sought the lovely object ; 
of^his fantasy— he beheld her no more;.* 
and the very next day, traced by parental 
authority, he was compelled to quit Ve* 
nice, and remanded to his cloister prison. 
Mare than ever repugnant to the, depri- 
H 4 vations 
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vations of rcligfoit, in his heart he cursid 
the calling, cursed fhe officiating members 
of faith, cursed fhe brother whom envy 
had rendered hateful, cursed the father 
whom ambition had rendered unjust. So- 
litude, instead of 'softening his heart, and 
curbing his licentious propensities, seem- 
ed but to fan the deadly malice of his 
nature: the hymn of praise wafted not 
his. soul to God ; neither did the pious 
precepts of morality awaken one pang of. 
self-accusation. 

x Months elapsed, and still he lingered 
in slavery : the wakeful eye of suspi- 
cion marked his every action, and the 
various discovered projects to escape, en- 
creased but the rigidity of his guardi- 
ans. Wearied by his long and fruitless 
efforts, the guileful nature of Di Manfre- 
dini assumed a new form ; he became 
apparently resigned to his situation, and 

-from the ceaseless murmur of disapproba- 
tion^ his lips breathed the _ meek expres- 
sions 
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sions of conviction ard awakened faith. 
He strictly attended the service of divine 
worship,, he omitted no ceremony, he 
evaded no penarcce, he numbered the 
beads of his rosary, whispered his credo, 
his ave-Maria, and his paternoster, and 
personated all the holy rapture of an 
assured saint. 

So gradual* was thrs change, that the 
monks suspected not the deception ; they 
remembered his youth, and gave his heart 
credit for virtues if did not possess ; their 
doubts slumbered, their severity relaxed, 
his privileges became more extensive, and, 
by the aid of a bribe, he dispatched a let- 
ter to his friend, the Conte Alverani. In 
it. he acknowledged the deception he had 
practised ; acknowledged being the young- 
est soh of the Duca di Manfredini, and 
inveighed against the injustice of parental 
authority ; pictured his situation in the 
desponding language of misery, and vowed 
to recover freedom, or to relinquish life, 
ij j Alverani, 
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Alverani, on the receipt of this letter, 
in^ all the glowing energy of friendship, 
quitted Venice. He saw, he conversed 
with Di Manfred in i ; he passed as the 
visitor of chance, whom curiosity or ac- 
cident fyad conducted to the convent. 
Their former intimacy was unguessed at; 
and in less than a week, success crowning 
the plottings of artifice, D'i Manfredini, 
under a fictitious title, fled from his pri- 
son. Fearful of returning to the seat of 
past debaucheries, lest the band of power 
should discover and reclaim him, accom- 
panied by his friend, he hastened into 
Tuscany, and at Florence renewed the 
course of his former exploits.- 

It was at a rural jcte, held on the deli- 
cious banks of the Arno, where; breathing 
the sweet ether of oranges and jessamine, 
amid groves of jicus-Indica 3 pomegranates, 
almonds, lemons, olives, citrons, and 
myrtles— the dazzling blaze of Florentine 
beauty— the soft, the soul-dissolving vo- 
luptuousness 
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Inptuousness of Florentine taste were dis- 
• closed, that Di Manftedini recognized the 
- lovely vision, whose melting strains, and < 
captivating features, at Venice, had stole 
upon his semes. Surrounded by frolic 
youth, and laughing beauty, she looked 
the reigning goddess of the Arcadian 
scent. Venus had lent her cestus; the 
Oraces moved in her steps; a thousand 
Loves lay lurking in her eyes. Ent.anced, 
bewildered, he gazed upon her — he saw 
the Conte Alverani approach — he saw her 
smile a recognition. His heart burned with 
raging fire ; "Envy threw her snakes, and 
jaundiced even the feelings of friendship 
She shall be mine," he mentally sigh- 
ed, " though Heaven and hell rise in arms x 
against me!" * . 

The dark malignancy of his features 
vanished, for Alverani led him forward, 
and, under his assumed title of Conte di 
Castel Silviari, introduced him to the 
Signoca Florentini, daughter of the Mar*. 

u G chese 
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chese di Novarra. Days and weeks pas- 
sed away in a. rapid succession of pleasure; 
yielding to all the violence of ungoverned 
passion, Di Manfredini beheld> no object 
but Florentini ; breathed no sigh un- 
tinctured with her name ; heaved no wish 
unimpressed with her image. Yet did 
the timid maid shrink from the ardour of 
his expressions ; 'tis true, her virgin heart 
had never beat with the throb of sympathy, 
had never s welted with the glowing effb- 
sion of love; but Di Manfredini was nor 
the object to awaken its feelings. A sen- 
sation of distrust, of fear, saddened its 
energies at his approach, and fading all its 
hopes, tinged the future witb despon- 
ding disquiet. 

" The Lady Florentini shuns me/' he 
exclaimed, grasping the arm of Alverani ; 
"she evades the moment of explanation*- 
and counteracts all my efforts* Is it the ; 
natural jiraidity of yWith ? or is it the 
effects of indifference ? Say, my friend, 

what 
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what have I to hope ? who have I to 
• fear?" 

The Confe rais£<jt his eyes to the fea- 
tures of Di- Maivfrerfini; and traced the./ 
smothered expressions of rage,- resent- 
ment, disappointed passion, and despair " 

" Forgei her ; resign her/* he replied ; 
".-she is. ungrateful for your love; she 
merits not your tenderness." 

Di Mapfredihi started—" Forget her I 
cannot, resig?i l&r I will not. No, though 



" Would you had never seen her !" in- 
terrupted his friend. 

" I have seen her — I must possess her 5" 
rejoined Di Manfredini,in a voice of jiend- 
Jike import. 

" Remember your situation, rememher 
your disguise,"' whispered the Conte; 
".her rank in life demands explanation; 
you cannot marry by the name of Castet 
Silviari,; a«4 b.y^ that pf Manfredini you 
dare not: •. The tahf once told 99 

" Cursed be the tongue which reveals 

if!" 
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it!" passionately ejaculated Di Manfre- 
dini. 

- " Tis imprudence, *Ks rashness alone 
which can reveal it," observed Alverani; 
" in your turn shim the siren, and the 
secret is secure/* 

But Di Manfredini would not espouse 
the cold doctrine of his companion ; the 
selfishness of his passion forbade a denun- 
ciation of its object ; his love was uncon- 
nected with sentiment ; his love was, as 
his nature, sensual and unryrbed. A 
thousand wild projects flitter in his busy 
brain, projects which closed not in the 
rational enjoyment of content and mode- 
ration, but in the unhallowed revelry of a 
loose and tainted imagination. 

, III the picturesque groves of Novarra, he 
traced the flitting footsteps of Florentini ; 
he pursued, he overtook, he seized her hand 
— " Have pity," he implored, but her eye* 
\pere averted in disdain. " I love," he 

whispered, 
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Whispered, but she started, as it were, in 
horror. He knelt, he supplicated, he 
wept,, still Florentini was unmoved ; she 
combated all his arguments, and rejected 
all his proposals ; her heart was a stranger 
to the pangs he pictured ; compassion 
"held not forth one ray of future favour. 

In the faint hope of still awakening 
regard, of still conciliating love, Di Man- 
fredini, smothering his disappointment, 
continued to sojourn at Florence. As a 
shadow he pursued the relentless Floren- 
tini, and breathed, with peijevering pa- 
tience, the sigh of prepossession, 

It was on the flowery banks of the 
Arno, that he beheld a thousand eyes fix- 
ed on the sylphid form of his enchantress. 
She was leaning on the arm of her father, 
and appeared unconscious of the admira- 
tion she excited. Her veil- was thrown 
back, and her lovely features, glowing 
with the heightened tints of modesty, were 
H in 
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in part revealed. Di Manfredini, scarcely 
breathing, pressed through the crowd : he 
had once praised the spicy fragrance of 
the orange ; in her bosom she wore a spray 
of its snowy blossom. Hope, rapture, joy; 
alternately glowed within his breast ; his. 
eyes were rivetted on the unconscious 
flower; but ere he approached, it fell from 
its envied station, and a wanton breeze 
whirled it into the stream. He paused 
not a 'moment — it was not a common sprig 
of orange — no, it was hallowed — it was 
rich from the bosom of beauty. He could 
have stretched forth his hand — he could 
have gathered thousands-^he could have 
replaced the truant — but that little sprig 
had inhaled the balmy fragrance of Floren- 
tines breath— that little sprig wasinva*- 
luable. Fie plunged into the wave, he 
grasped it amid the loud acclamations of 
the spectators, and borg it triumphantly 
tp the-shore. He shook off the encum- 
bering drops, he pressed it to his lips, to- 
his heart, and, with the animating^ glow - 
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of exulting pride, fled to present -his offer- 
ing* An exclamation of amazement call- 
ed his eyes from the idol of his worship- 1 — 
he started, he turned pale, the ffower 
trembled in his nerveless hand — at her side 
be beheld the intimate friend of his hated 
brother. 

" Di Matifredini !" exclaimed the Mar- 
chesedi Montranzo.. Gracious Heaven ! 
Di Manfredini under.' the assumed name 
of the Conte Castel Silviari ! " , 

The flower fell upon the earth ; intui- 
tively his hand graspfcd-the Kilt of his sword ; 
it was half unsheathed — but remembering 
where he was,, he cast a look of venge- 
ance on the innocent offender, and rushed 
froth the spot* 

: Fear surmounted even the rancour of 
his feelings ; he judged the heart of Di 
Montranzo by his own ; every moment . 
teemed with danger— to be seized, to be 

dragged 
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dragged to his prison, to be immured for 
life, was the hydra which pursued him. 
He awaited not the return of Alverani, 
but, leaving a written explanation of hi* 
conduct, with the precipitancy ef guilt, 
fled from Florence. 

As the immediate terror of seizure pas- 
sed, the deadly strength of his passions 
returned. The remembrance of the Mar- ' 
chese di Montranzo awakened the most 
impious execrations, and, in the demoniac 
malice of his heart, he panted for the mo- 
ment of revenge. The angel form of * 
Florentjni arose, but it soothed not the 
perturbation of his feelings ; it rather 
added to their bitterness, for it struck upon 
a chord which, if vibtefed, must have turn- 
ed to madness. She knew him as. he really 
was, stripped ofthonour, of rank, of for- 
tune ; despised, degraded, laughed at ; 
love would not form one excuse, pity 
would not extort one tear. Perhaps she 
exulted in his absence; perhaps the loss 

of 
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of his importunities was a theme of de- 
light — " Oh, had she but smiled — had she 
but yielded her love — had she but blessed 
me with the hope of favbur !" he sighed ; 
softened into* jriotnentary tenderness — 
€€ had she but voluntarily shared my dan- 
gers, and alleviated my woes, the arrow 
of Fate might have struck, by t n^t wound- 
ed; sorrow might have arisen, but not 
despair!" 

Thus self-tormented, two months elap* 
sed, and not one line had marked the 
remembrance of Alverani. Alive to sus- 
picion, and all the variety of evils which 
the heart, unallied to virtue, incessantly 
feels, Di Manfredini dispatched a letter, 
upbraiding his breach of friendship, and 
soliciting either a " confirmation of -his 
fears, or an assurance of his regard. 

The answer which returned breathed the 
spirit of unaltered confidence; illness' 
and various other pleas, were stated as 

• excuses 
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excuses far apparent negligence; these 
extorted but a supercilious smile— ^but 
the close of the letter was wormwood to 
his feelings. It -stated,, that the Marchese 
di Montranzo was the favoured, the ac- 
cepted lover of the Lady Florentini — Dr 
Montranzo, whom he hated — Florentine 
whom he adored— " Vengeance, venge- 
ance, I am all thy own f" he ejaculated, 
tearing the letter to atoms', and yielding^ 
to all the frenzy of his feelings. " Yes, t 
will return to Florence— I will destroy the 
accursed bond — I will drag her from his 
arms — I will separate them, though hell 
gape at my feet, and ingulph me in per- 
dition ! Florentini, perfidious, ungrate- 
ful Florentini. — 'tis you' who sign the 
death-warrant — 'tis you, proud beauty r 
who instigate me to murder !" 

In the dusk of the evening, disguised 
as' a peasant, Di Man fredini. quitted' Taver- 
nelle, and hastened to Florence. It was 
late when be passed the Pisa ; but what was 

difficulty, 
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^difficulty, what was danger, compared to 
the glory of vengeance? Florentini in 
the arms of Di Montranzo, was the goad- 
ing spur to action — to have poisoned their 
bliss, he would have relinquished life ! 
Florentini in the arms of Di Montranzo, 
lighted a fire in his heart, which needed 
no other luminary. The night was dark, 
the moon was mantled,, the unconscious 
stars lay bid— but revenge was the torch 
which illumined the road, apd gaye energy 
to courage. 

Concealing his project from the Conte 
Alverani, he left his horse at an inn, and, 
though midnight, repaired to the groves 
of Novarra. Lights glittered from -the 
windows of the villa, and strains' of spor- 
tive measure echoed to the foot of the 
dance. He threw himself on the earth ; 
he struck his clenched fist against his fore- 
head — t€ Discord, confusion mingle in the 
hated assembly !" he muttered. " Blister- 
ed be the hartd. which grasps thine, Flo- 
rentini, 
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renting and cursed the heart which sop- 
plants me! Yes, he shall die — by the 
powers of Heaven, he shall die \ " drawing 
forth a stiletto. " Florentine, you spurn- 
ed the energy of Italian love — you shall 
rue the force of Italian haired !" 

Diving amidst the deepest gloom of the 
shrubbery, he passed the night in impre- 
cations and useless rage; nor, till. the 
scene of hilarity closed, till the gues(4 had 
\ departed, did he return to his hotel. On 
the morrow, like Cain, blasting the Ely- 
sium he could not enjoy, impatiently he 
awaited the deepening twilight of even- 
ing, and then, muffling himself in his cloak, 
to avoid recognition, he returned to his 
last night's haunts. 

The chant of myriads of birds; the 
contracted beauties of nature and of art; 
the gradual swell of hills, enriched .with 
fruits, flowers of all descriptions ; woodsy 
groves, villages and villas; the meander- 
ing 
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ing stream of the Acno, and the distant 
amphitheatre of Appennine mountains, 
forming' a bass-reliff to the prospect, 
called not one thought to the great 
Architect of all, disarmed not one threat 
of vengeance. Like an unquiet ghost, he 
glided along the shrubbery, till the sound 
of 'voices arrested his footsteps. Care- 
fully he screened himself behind the bushy 
exuberance of an arbutus, through *fhose 
intertwining clusters he could commnd 
a view of the approachers. He disttn^ 
guished the peerless Florentine leaning on 
the arm of the Marchcse di Montranzo — 
he marked the interchanged glance of 
sympathy — he heard the. lover's rapture, 
as the sweet smile of approbation man- 
i tied the angelic features of his mistress* 
Death, annihilation, madness was in the 
view ; thrice he unsheathed his stiletto,, 
thrice he replaced it — his soul panted for 
the moment of vengeance, but policy 
checked the impulse. Swiftly he stole 
from his cover, for he beheld the lovera 

ascend 
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ascend the steps of a pictnresque temple, 
whose fluted columns of Carrara marble, 
white as the dazzling snow upon the 
mountain, rose amidst the contrasting 
umbrage of almonds, cypress, and .birch, 
Breathless he watched their every look, 
their every action. He saw a miniature 
glitter in the hand of Florentini— he saw 
her suspend it to a black ribbon — he saw 
the Marchese kneel at her feet-rhe saw 
her, with a tender smile, throw that ribbon 
around his neck — he saw his rival kiss the 
passive hand of the bestower — he saw him 
gaze upon- the original, then upon the 
image — he saw him press it to his lips, to 
his heart, then bury it in his bosom — > 
" This night he dies \ v muttered Di Man- 
fredini ; " this night he shall pay the for- 
feit of his temerity — yes, this night he 
shall feel my vengeance iir his heart \" 

Big with the project, he stole from the 
groves of Novarra, and stationed .himself 
in a retired pass which led to the town of 
> Florence; 
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Florence; there he watched, with un- 
abatiog perseverance, the arrival of his 
victim; and when, elated with love aftd 
hope, when lost in 

" The vision'd picture 
. Of fancy, trmnc'd in bliss," 

the Marchese, with lingering reluctance, 
quitted the residence of his beloved, with 
the coward caution of guilt, Di Manfre- 
lini stole softly behind him, and, under 
th cover of night, buried his stiletror 
deep in his back. The Marchese groaned 
and fell ; no struggle, no resistance suc- 
ceeded. Concluding the aim sure, the 
assassin tore open the vest of his bleeding 
victim, and rifled from its sanctuary the 
precious shadow of Florentini. Thus 
enriched, thus revenged, he fled with pre- 
cipitancy, and in less than an hour quit- 
ted Florence. 

For months, under the wild terrors of 
detection, he fled from place to place, 
vol. iv. i fanning 
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fanning the raging fire of selfish passion, 
with the unconscious resemblance of the 
angel he had "wronged. Insensible to re- 
proach, dead fo the shade of virtue, he 
exulted in the imagined death of the Mar- 
chese di Moutranzo ; and when again he 
wrote to the Conte Alverani, he concealed 
# all knowledge of the late transaction ; 
f attributed his Ipng silence to fresh leans 
.of discovery, originating in the aroused 
-suspicion of his enemies, and his dread of 
•conventual cognizance of his former faults. 
.The reply was such as harrowed every 
feeling of his nature — Di Montranzo had 
recovered his wound — Di Montranzo was 
married; — married to Florentini ! The 
happy couple had quitted Florence, and 
Avere gone to visit an estate in the Appen- 
nines* The hand which aimed the blow 
was u n guessed at ; but from the loss of 
the miniature, and the value of the bril- 
liants by which it Was surrounded, the 
deed was. attributed to the ferocity of 
plunder. 

The 
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The Conte Alverani confessed "himself a 
lover; he had seen, he admired the Lady 
Jusrina, sister to the Marchese di Mon- 
tranzo ; but his suit had been rejected, 
not by the object of his wishes, but by 
the cold precaution of fraternal tender- 
ness. The Marchese know the dissipated 
life, the* involved circumstances of the 
Conte, and trembled for a sister's peace — 
a sister dear, as the only relative Heaven 
had spared him— infinitely dear, as the 
immediate instrument of, his own felicity, 
the bosom-friend, of his Florentini. In 
the same convent,- and under the same 
instructors, the Lady Just ina diMontranzo, 
and the Lady Florentini di Novarra, had 
imbibed the same sentiments ; and at 
^Florence, the partial prepossessions of 
childhood .were on!y x renewed, were only 
augmented into the solid basjs of friend- 
ship and esteem-. 

Three years elapsed, and the Marchese 
di Montranzo had becorne the happy fa- 
i 2 ther 
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ther of a blooming boy ; the same period 
beheld the Conte Alverani a husband; a 
father, and a widower. The Signora Jus- 
tina had listened to his plaint — find fled 
with him from Florence — had become his 
wife — had given being to a daughter — 
but, alas ! nature's endearing claim had 
severed one of stronger bonds ; for, in 
leaving an innocent emblem of herself, 
the Contessa had paid the debt of life. 
A new system of revegge no,w floated in 
the dark brain of Di Manfredini. Appa- 
rently on the errand of condolence, he 
fled to the villa of the Conte Alverani, 
and there every artifice was devised to 
arouse the energy of action ; inclination 
seconded the designs of the seducer, and 
dissipation, riot, luxury, chased the tears 
of sorrow. The infant Adelheida was left 
to the care of hirelings, and the counsellor 
and the counselled alike plunged into the 
excesses of vice. The already deranged 
finances of the 'Conte resisted not . this 
second shock — the gaming-table swallowed 

his 
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his substance and his credit, Drivrn to 
the maddening gulf of ruin, he shuddered 
at the fatal consequences of his conduct, 
and nature, in the form of his child, for 
the first time struck at his heart. A prison 
yawned wide to receive him ; his pride, 
his feelings were outraged ; he rushed 
from the vile herd amongst whom he had 
mingled, and, followed by the persevering 
Di Manfredini, hurried to the retired 
sanctuary of his infant daughter. The 
child shrunk from the caresses of her 
father; and when Di Manfredini raised 
her in his arms, she struggled, she shrieked 
with terror. Di Manfredini frowned in 
displeasure; but the Conte clasped his 
hands and sighed — €( In me she beholds a 
stranger/' he exclaimed ; " alas ! if in my 
breast the feelings of nature lay dormant, 
how can they awaken recognition in that 
neglected babe ?" 



Di Maqfredini stifled a contemptuous 
*3 smile; 
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smile; the little Adelheida . was dismissed, 
and the remainder of the day passed in self-, 
reproach, and unavailing expostulation. 

I have already stated, that pride and* 
ambition were the reigning passiops in 
the Conte Alverani'fc soul ; the one spurn* 
ed at the necessary deprivation* of splen- 
dour, the other pictured the wreck of 
honour, and shuddered at the futurte pro- 
speets of his child. " A beggar" trem* 
bled on his lips, as he struck his clenched 
hand upon his forehead — the name of 
Alverani coupled with penury — the name 
of Alverani disgraced by dependance* 
He forgot Ihat his own guilt was the foun- 
dation of that penury, w^s the foundation 
of that dependance, and, in then vehe- • 
mencfe of his feelirfgs, he cursed the 
malice of his fate. Every hour the soft link 
of nature intwined more firmly round his 
soul. The pleading look of love, emitted 
from eyes armed with all the united ex- 
pression 
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pression of tenderness and rapture, which 
had once centred in the loved partner he 
had lost, called forth with reproach the ; 
wish of reparation, and duty, inclination, 
alike acknowledged the parent. The 
caresses of fondness ever awakening the 
sympathetic feelings of innocence, the 
heart of the little Adelheida, bounded at 
the well-known step of her father, and 
her: arms were ever extended at his ap- 
proach. Di Manfredini 'marked the change 
of sentiment witfa gloomy exultation ; he 
had long studied the character, the dhspo-' 
siuon of Alverant, and found, with Adel- 
heida as an innocent auxiliary in his cause, 
nothing wanting to .itsn completion— ts Yoir 
regret the past, you sacrifice the present 
in useless lamentations, in unavailing re- 
morse," observed Di Manfredini, watching 
the more than usual struggles of his friend ; 
" your soul, was not stamped for obscur 
rity ; like a lion in the toi\, it spurns at 
the supine inactivity which mediocrity 
imposes. 'Tis hard to relinquish the en- 
i 4 . joy- 
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joyments of life ; 'tis hard to be ridiculed/ t 
to be spurned, to be compelled to fly 

society/* 

The Obnte started. 

" At the moment to©/' pursued the 
wily tempter, " when Fortune, relaxing 
into smiles, holds forth a plentiful reprisal. 
One little exertion," gazing intently on 
the varying countenance of his hearer, 
" and the world again courts you into 
being — one little exertion, and you are 
rich beyond the sanguine wishes of avarice 
— one little exertion/' lowering his voice 
to a whisper, " and luxury and splendour, 
uncontrolled and endless, is your's for 
ever." 

The Conte gazed at him for a moment 
in doubtful import ; then, in musing ab- 
straction, reclined his head on his hand. 

A man once courted by the great, 

once 
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once glowitig in all the pride of pre- 
eminence, in all .the consciousness of 
birthi** continued Di Manfredini ; " a man 
thus signalized, to be dashed from the 
very pinnacle of respect into poverty, 
into wretchedness, into contempt; to fly 
from the threat of a prison ; to shrink, 
like a vile thieQ from the cognizance or 
the law-r-God, what is life, if thus its.cpp 
is mingled?" 4 

u 'Tis I who have mingled it/' faltered 
Alverani ; " 'tis I who have dashed it with 
gall — with poison !" 

"This -little cherub too," resumed Di 
Manfredini, regardless of the observation, 
and snatching the child in his arms, and 
placing it on the knee of her father, 
" this precious pledge of an angel's love, 
to be a beggar — to be a neglected sup- 
pliant for a relation's bounty." 

" Never, never," Vehemently interrup- 
ted the Coiite. , " A convent shall veil her 
beauty, ere the blasting mildew of de- 
pendance stagnates the energies of life." 

1 5 f# A con- 

4 
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" A convent !" repeated Di Manfre- 
dini, in assumed accents of compassion; 
" a convent, poor innocent !. better to 
die— better to be entombed in the silent 
grave, than to exist the victim of religi- 
ous fanaticism — to breathe the warm sighs, 
of hope, to feel the glowing energies of 
youth, to pant for liberty,, yet to pant in- 
vain ; to behold nought but the depriva- 
tions of comfort, to hea%bought but the. 
murmur of penitence — and by a parent to 
be doomed to such a fate! Alas! cai> 
Nature sketch a picture of greater wretch- 
edness ?" 

" Yet may patience smooth the track of 
duty," observed the Conte, " and piety 
sweetly smile the promises of Heaven. V 

"Patience!, piety I" sarcastically re-* 
peated Di Manfredini ; u more likely .per- 
severance, and adventurous despair, will,< 
by seeking to unbar the gate, lead to de- 
tection and to death." 

" Death !" shudderingly echoed Alve-- 
rani, kissing the forehead of the playful 

Adelheida ; 



DI MONTRANZO. 179 

Adelheida ; "my cherub doomed to 
death!" 

" Yes, agd by her fatheur!" quickly re- 
joiced Di Manfredini. 

The Conte groaned. 
• " Doomed by. her father," continued 
the wily Machiavel, " either to penury, to 
death, or to affluence, to honour, to eter- 
nal prosperity. " 

" To affluence !" ejaculated the Conte, 
gazing eagerly in the face • of Di Manfre- 
dini ; " to affluence! quick, unfold the 
means/* 

" You are so precipitate, my friend," 
observed the tempter. '* Remejnlper an 
enterprise of moment is not to be execu- 
ted with the quickness of thought." f . 

" An enterprise I" starting, and grasping 
the arm iqf the speaker ; " quick, torture 
me no longer 

" J know not how to mould into form 
the floating visions this child's sorrows have 
given rise to ; yet surely;, by becoming 
i ft an 



180 



DI MONTRANZO. 



an active agent, the disinterestedness of 
friendship is expressed." 

" Already is it expressed, already is it 
felt/' exclaimed Alverani. " Proceed, 
and let me judge my hopes of reliance." 

" Your lamented Contessa was the only 
relative of the Marchese di Montranzo." 

" She was ; what then ?" 

" Death," rejoined Di Manfredini, " has 
snatched her from your arms ; death has 
deprived that babe of a mother — but death 
has placed the father in the mother's steps. 
Methinks/' pausing, " in default of issue, 
the Contessa was heiress to her brother's 
princely wealth." 

t( But there is issue," interrupted Alve- 
rani. 

•'True/ 7 with a half doubtful, half 
assured smile, " there is a^>oy — but " 

The Conte started ; a shuddering horror 
pervaded his features. 



" But 
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" But that boy is an infant," pursued 
I)i Mahfredini, after the hesita ion of a 
moment; " that boy has scarcely num- 
bered eighteen moons. The vintage of 
summer does not always fulfil the pro- 
mises of spring ; a thousand casualties, a 
thousand growing storms may check the 
bud from blossontiiijr." 

" True," murmured Alverani, again 
yielding to abstraction ; but suddenly 
starting^ u where is the security that this 
bud may perish? can wishes arm fate? 

Who knows 

" Not Irishes, my friend/' interrupting 

him, "but " 

" But what ? M fearfully. 
w Can you not, or will you not under- 
stand V whispered Di Manfredini, with a 
fiend-like laugh. "His father thinks him 
a cherub — what if we make him an angel?* 9 
" Become a murderer !" faltered Alve- 
rani. " God of nature ! become the mur- 
derer of my nephew !" 

"Or 
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" Or of your child,'' said Di Manfre- 
dini. 

" Burden my conscience with a crime 
so black !" he continued, regardless of the 
interruption ; " inherit the eternal pangs 
of hell, for the transitory privilege of 
earthly splendour !" 

" Pshaw ! you speak like a child," said 
Di Manfredini. " Tertipt the Virgin with 
rich gifts, pay the price of absolution, 
and Hell vanishes in a moment." 

Again the Conte mused, again he rested 
his head upon his hand — " Tis a wicked 
world !" he articulated ; " so full/>f snares, 
so full of temptations." 

" True," argued Di Manfredini ; <s and 
tb? soul pf our offering is pure, is un- 
stained, Should it remain, who knows 
bpt it may be clogged with sin ? wha 
knows- " 

" $hoFp may be more," interrupted 
Alverani. ( 

" Then be it our task to encrease the 
ctiQir above," concluded Di Manfredini. 

The 
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The Conte sbudclewd-rr" Think not I 
hesitate," said he; " no/' breaching a 
convulsive sigh, " though the same prison - 
threaten to enclose me and my girl, never , 
wilt I raise my hand against the life of 
innocence." : 

" Far be it from me to arm your hand, 
Alv.erani ; too well I knovv the relenting 
softness of your nature; your eyes need 
not witness the deed, I know a man who 
will sell even blood " 

« Blood !" echoed the -Conte, and the 
ashy hue of his countenance spoke his: 
fedings. . : . 

Yes, into his hands let the hated? 
offspring &£ JQi MQntranzQ oitce be de-.^ 
posited, and— — " 

" Fkwentini is the mothejr of the boy 1 ," 
interrupted Alverani. ^ 

The heart of Di Manfredini faltered. * j 

. : ' r ■ • * . « 

" Florentini, whom you once loved," 
pursued the Confe. 

5 : " Flo- 
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u Florentine whom 1 still adore/' burst 
from the lips of Di Manfredini ; " Fib- 
renting who now fans thy brain to re- 
venge, to fury, to madness. But Di Mon- 
tranzo !" shuddering; " Di Montrahzo, 
who exposed, who disgraced toe in the 
moment of triumph — Di Monfranzo, who 
supplanted me in my soul's worship — Di 
Montranzo, wl^c> clumbers in the arms of 
Florentine — Di Montranzo i$ his father!" 

The deep malignancy of his tone curdled 
the blood of Alvcrani ; he looked at him 
with horror, with dismay ; but Di Man- 
fredini quickly recovering his self-corn* 
mand, and forcing a smile, continued — 

" A new project has arisen — a project 
which, on the score . of humanity, you 
must adopt. The mother of the boy 
pleads for his life ; she shall be heard— the 
father of the boy is my enemy ; I have 
sworn revenge. To give him pain, the 
boy must be torn from him — he shall not 

exult 
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exult in bliss, while I pine in wretchedness 
—no, he shall believe him dead ! he shall 
maiim his heir murdered ! In one, my 
hatred shall be appeased — your exigence 
shall be removed. The boy shall be stolen, 
shall be concealed, until he has outgrown 
the possibility of recognition ; then, as 
an orphan you must- receive him, as an 
orphan you must retain him. — Nay, do not 
hesitate — I have sworn Di Montranzo's 
happiness shall be blasted t Remember, if I 
pay the price, the deed is effectually done. 
Save you the child from murder, and recon- 
cile your soul to an effort of humanity," 

To dwell upon the persevering subtilty 
of Di Manfredini, and the now yielding, 
now reluctant scruples of the Conte Alve- 
rani, would extend these pages beyond 
their prescribed limits ; suffice it to say, 
the conquering tempter quitted the villa, 
to execute the design his black malignity 
had suggested, and virtue Lgain made a 
feeble stand in the heart of the Gonte. 

The 
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The play of his own feelings thus left' 
unbiassed, though avarice, though ambi- 
tion urged to the promised goal, still con* 
science and compassion checked the in* 
citeraent ; conscience pointed out the 
y*acs of remorse ivhioh a deed sq dark 
must ensjure ; and compassion, glancing at 
Adelhcida> painted the agony of parental 
swpow. He wrottf to J>i Manfred ini, he 
remonstrated, fee retracted- all his former 
acquiescence, and then followed the letter* 
which Vannina had .discovered, and of 
which the perusal, had awakened such emo- 
tion in the breast of Father Luitfrido. 

The evil propensities of nature, the con- 
curring pressure of circumstances, the 
dangerous sophistry of Di Maofredini, all 
combining, like an overwhelming flood, 
carried all before it; Alveraai yielded a 
tacit consent, and a hired bravo was en- 
trusted with the secret. In the calm of 
evening, when rambling amidst the wild N 
beauties of the Appennines, the anfor- 
... tunate 
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tunate heir of the motrq uijfotfupate Di 
Montranzo, was torn from the arms pf/bifc; 
nurse. 4f*e r binding the shrieking girl to 
a tree, in her ?ight a. dagger was, held j to 
the throat of the infant ; and wfien tefcfo* 
had suspended her faculties, when fainting, 
the powers of observation were fled, the 
mangled cprse of a newly*departed babe, 
procured for the purpose, was left u^ar 
tb^ spot, stained: with- the blood of a fresh 
s]ain fawn; and ; the rich garments of the 
little Elodqalda were conveyed, with him, 
Ufltjer the design of colouring- the depre- 
dations Of banditti with the murder. 

Thus, t unsuspected and triumphant, in 
a lone cottage, hid from the eye of man 
by. almost tractless rocks, by almost per- 
pendicular .mountains, the stolen heir of 
the Marches^ di Montranzo, under the '. 
assumed appellation of Huberta di Rinal- 
dirii, unconscious of . a/ nobler fortune, 
passed as the portionless nephew of the 

worthless 
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worthless tool of a more worthless em- 
ployer. 

The little heart found in the casket 
with the letters, the counterpart of the 
one worn around the neck of Father 
Luitfrido, contained a lock of the Marchese 
di Montranzo's hair ; it had once deco- 
rated the snowy bosom of the Marchess, 
for the two were the exchanged gifts of 
Di Montranzo and Florentine eje fate had 
made them one. Accident, or Providence, 
or perhaps a mother's vanity, had tied it 
around the neck of Flodoaldo, the very 
day of his supposed assassination ; and 
avarice, in the breast of Ruffino, had pre- 
served it, had invested ft in the hands of 
the Conte Alverani, who, fearful lest the 
relic should hereafter give evidence against 
himself, had purchased it, at a rate far 
greater than its value. With the letters 
from Di Manfredini, it was deposited in 
the casket, and from year to year pre- 
served, 
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served, through an indecision which baffles 
the historian to account for. Di Man- 
fredini, who, secure in the success of his 
enterprise, felt the transient exultation 
which gratified vengeance inspires, now 
rendered bold by having so long escaped 
the eye of monastic cognizance, and happy 
as the demoniac feelings of his nature 
could admit, a second time, lured by the 
gaiety of the carnival, visited Venice. 

It was there that chance presented to * 
his view the beautiful Philippina de Linch- 
tenstein. He saw, or fancied he saw, a 
resemblance between her and the Mar- 
chesa di Montranzo ; nay, he was willing 
to believe her a second Florentini; to hail 
her an antidote to past disappointments. 
" I can call her Florentini — lean fancy her 
Florentini/* he would exclaim ; and then, 
gazing on the stolen portrait, mingle an 
execration with the sigh which heaved his 
pent-up bosom. 

Little versed in the conciliating softness, 

the 
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the tender languishments of. love/ a se- 
cond time bis suk was (rejected; and a 
.second time, though not with the same 
rancour, he harboured revenge ; not from 
hatred or malice, not, as before, to blast 
the peace of others, without ddrivHigone 
benefit to .himself, but frotft the violence 
of passions, panting for the possession of 
a being who, for a short time, might com- 
pensate for the loss of the Marchesa. 
Again Di Manfredini had recourse to the 
assistance of the profligate ; and in the 
evening ramble of Philippina, when, with 
*her father, she admired the quickly chang- 
ing objects which floated on the green 
;wave of the Adriatic, he seized on his trem- 
bling pfey, with the intention of conveying 
her to a boat moored "for the purpose ; but 
the interference of theDucadi Monte Melis- 
sario, as has been already recited, defeated 
the design, and left him senseless on the 
sand. During the removal of the wound- 
ed De Linchtenstein to the villa, the abet- 
tors in. the plot returned to the assistance 

. .of 
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' of their fallen employer, and still insen- 
sible to defeat or danger, Di Manfredini 
was by them remoted to the boat. * 

' For months he languished in misery; 
l>ut the sufferings of (he body awakened 
not the dawn of compunction. Cursing 
the tempered hand of Di Monte Melissario, 
he returned to the, retreat bf his friend, 
the Coiite Alverani, where the remem- 
brance of ihe Marchesa returning, soon 
regained all its former force, soon eclipsed 
the transient reign of Phiiippinas power. 

" The iveir of Di Montranzo is ima- 
gined d£ad," said Alverani ; " but still I 
languish itY obscurity." 

Di Manfredini paused — True," he at 
length articulated, " the little Flodoaldo 
is removed, but Florentini slumbers on the 
bosom of my rival — he shall die— I will 
away to Florence." 

"To Florence !" repeated the Conte; 
€C a second time to be exposed !" 

A dark 
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A dark frown lowered on the brow of 
Di Manfredini — " A second time to be 
avenged/' he muttered; and, folding his 
arms upon his breast, he paced the cham- 
ber. 

4f Perhaps/' observed the Conte, in a 
smothered whisper, " Florentini may not 
always be deaf to the ardour of suppli- 
cating love." 

€t Oh ! if I thought so/' exclaimed Di 
Manfredini, and an exulting smile light* 
ened up his features, " not seas of blood 
should restrain me— yes, I will away to 
Florence — I will gaze upon her beauty — 
I will possess her, or perish!" 

4t Stay, stay/* entreated Alverani ; 
€t pause ere you act. Remember murder 
is a damning blot — a blot which time " 

" You would possess the substance," 
interrupted Di Manfredini, with a sarcastic 
sneer, " yet start at the shadow. Weak 
fool ! you would lay Di Montranzo in his 
grave, and yet you shrink from the dagger 
which opens the passage/ 1 

" Fool!" 
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* x Fool !" echoed the Conte, grasjjm^ 
the hilt of his sword. 

" Put up ydur weapon/' rejoined J}\ 
Manfredini ; " keep it for a better pun- 
pose. Alverani, you are a man in pror- 
ject, but a boy in practice.-r-You pine for 
Di Montranzo's wealth, I pine for Dt 
Montranzo's wife — trifle with my friend- 
ship, and your ambition stumbles. Dt 
Montranzo's heir lives to subvert your 
schemes of splendour — Di Montranzo once 
silenced, where is the power to withhold 
my prize f " 

" Pardon the momentary heat of offend- 
ed pride," said Alverani. " And yet, my 
friend " 

" No more/' rejoined Di Manfredini. 
" I adore Florentini ; passion has the 
reins ; vengeance is the goading spur to 
action !" 

It was* during the Sojournment of the 
Marchese di Montranzo in Ombria, whi- 
ther the call of friendship summoned him 

vol. iv. k to 
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to the assistance of the Duca di Monte 
Melissario, and where his interest and 
power aided in enfranchising the distrac- 
ted husband of die hapless Philippina from 
3 loathsome dungeon, when, softened into 
commiseration, he watched aver the 
burning paroxysms of frenzy, and for 
weeks renounced the society of Jiis be- 
loved Florentine that Di Manfredmi re- 
paired to Florence, 

The Marchesa, still mourtoing the loss 
of her babe, mingled not in the gay. circles 
of society ; she confined herself entirely 
to the villa di Novarra, nor extended her 
rambles beyond the boundary of the 
shrubbery. There concealed, Di Manfre- 
dini frequently beheld her; frequently 
gazed with unhallowed eyes upon a being 
he had once hoped to woo. Her form, 
retaining all its elastic beauty, was still 
faultless, as when chance first presented it 
to his view ; but her features were tinged 
with a pensive melancholy, which, though 

/it 
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it took from their brilliancy, added to their 
interest One afternoon, at the accustom- 
ed hour, he followed her unsuspected to 
the- remote extremity of the shrubbery, 
He heard her sigh— he saw her weep— * 
once, in piteous accents, she named her 
babe, and then threw a glance of mingled 
piety and anguish to Heaven, Those tears 
fell as oil upon consuming fire — they 
burnt upon his heart. He saw her enter 
the temple, in which her hand had tied 
arouhd the neck of his; rival, the miniature 
now hid in his own bosom. Passion, 
revenge, all conspired against her; they 
instigated the loose revelry of thought ; 
they scoffed at the struggles of virtue :— -he 
rushed into the temple. 

Frantic] despairing, Florentine shrieked* 
but shrieked in vain. Hell goaded hinji on 
■ — she was the wife of Di Montranzo, and 
merqy slumbered — « HeaVen aid me! 1 * 
she aspirated, throwing a 'wild glance 
around. She shrunk from his grasp— she 
K 2 flew 
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flew to the opposite side of the temple-^-s&fe 
seized a dagger, the gift of her departed 
father to her absent husband. It seemed 
as though Heaven had listened to her prayer 
— it seemed as though the hand of Provi- 
dence had placed it as the last resource of 
outraged honour — ce Monster, forbear !" 
she exclaimed ; te the wife of Di Mon- 
, tranzo fears not to die !" 

" To die !" echoed Di Manfredini ; " ah 
no, angel of beauty \ 'tis love, 'tis * bliss 
courts you to life. Chance has given you 
to my power; chance has gtanted fne a 
glorious vengeance ; whole years have I 
anticipated this moment* Florerttini, I 
have long adored — Florentini, f have sworn 
ypu shall be mine ! Lay aside that dag- 
ger; ill does it become that sylph-like form. 
Assume all your sex's melting softness; 
tears* sighs, ate woman's weapons. Teach 
me how to woo, and I will win you/not 
by force, but by tender importunity; not 
by terror, but by persevering love. ,r 
u You know rue not," exclaimed the 

indignant 
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indignant Marchesa. u Di Manfredini, 
your threats cannot daunt me ! Armed 
with this weapon, this blessed safeguard 
of a matron's honour, next to your love, 
your threats I most despise. Was Di 
Montranzo here — was my husband within 
the extent of ray voice, you dare not thus 
degrade, you dare not thus insult me." 

" Di Montranzo ! — damn Mitn !" 

The Marchesa shuddered, for with looks 
of threatening import, the miscreant ad* 
vanced — * f Another step, and tbis dagger 
releases me from your power," she ex- 
claimed ; ''another step r " 

" Rash woman," interrupting her, u whi- 
ther would you aim ? ,f 

4C To my heart \" firmly. " Barbarian, 
advance but another step, and my blood 
be upon your bands 1" 

He did advance, not to brave the forti- 
tude of virtue, but to disarm the heroic 
sufferer — he did advance, and the uncon- 
scious steel found a sheath in her snowy 
bosom ! She tottered-rshe fell — he* 
&3 nerveless 
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nerveless hand withdrew not the weapon 
— she struggled not, though supported in 
the arms of the horror-struck Di Manfre- 
dini. He drew the dagger from the bleed- 
ing bosom of Florentini— he dashed it 
with frantic violence on the ground — he 
cursed his own impetuosity — he strove in 
vain to staunch the blood — he polluted, 
with unhallowed kisses, her livid lips. 
Alas ! senseless, unconscious, she reclined ; 
and when feebly she struggled for free- 
dom, when, for a moment, she unclosed 
her eyes, when, with jdying languor, she 
raised them to Heaven, it was only to 
supplicate pardon for herself, and com- 
fort for Di Montranzo-^" My Flodoaldo ! 
Thy husband ! best, dearest of men !" she 
/altered, " Heaven afid, Heaven support 
thee ! God ! omnipotent Father ! Oh, 
Di Montranzo !" She could no more, 
for in one deep sigh her chaste spirit ^ 
fled. 

"Dead! Florentini dead!" exclaimed 
the shuddering Di Manfredini; " where 

then 
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then h my boasted triumph ? Florentine 
the worshipped idol of my secret thoughts 
*-^Fh>ientini 'died blessing my rival — 
Curse him ! curse hint ! On this dire wea- 
pon^ now reeking in thy heart's, blood, 
Florentine, I swear to .know no hope in 
fife but vengeance ! What is the world 
tic* : me? | Thbi* wert heart, soul— thou 
wert hope/ joy— thou wert every, thing f 
Here/ knefcling by thy pale corse, I for- 
swear it^-yes, here I renounce the painted 
bauble. Florentini, I have murdered thee 
— -ao, no, 'tis not me — 'tis Di Montranzo 
— he stole thee from my love — he froze 
*hy heart with icy coldness — 'twas Di Mon- 
tranzo who godded me on to vengeance-v 
* twas Di Montranzo who caused the hellish 
deed! A few short minutes, back/' still 
lending over his departed victim, "and 
thou weft warm in life-^a few short mi- 
nutes back, and those dull eyes shot rays 
of lambent fire — now are they closed for 
ever— now sriff is thy form, marbled thy 
peerless bosom— thy breath's sWeet odour 
4 £*n& 
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fans no more thy livid lips — an ashy pale- 
ness chases the downy freshness of thy 
cheek. Oh, Florentini ! Nature, I could 
curse thee; earth, heaven, all— but most 
myself!" , . — 

He started from his knees, for the swel- 
ling breeze waving the surrounding foM* 
age, warned him of the possibility of de- 
tection; he listened; he wished to fly, 
and yet he could not. Still he lingered; 
still he gazed upon the ruin he had caused. 
Remorse; compunction, for a moment sub- 
dued his spirit—" I would kiss thee in 
-parting, -Florentini," he exclaimed, "-bat 
I dare not ; my lips would blister thine. 
They talk of guardian angels— they talk 
of a' protecting Providence — they talk of 
the immortality of virtue— ^las } thou wert 
innocent, thou wert virtuous, and yet thou 
art lost. Vengeance shall be my God \ n 
starting, and grasping the dagger. " Thy 
death, Florentini, has sealed ray apostaey; I 
mil take this fatal instrument of thy destruc- 
tion, 
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tfon, I will hug it in my bosom ; and when 
relaxing, when weakening intp pity, I will 
draw it forth, and feed the flame of 
hatred." 

Again he listened, for again the gloomy 
stillness of evening was disturbed — voices 
seemed to float upon the air — distinctly 
he heard approaching footsteps; not a 
moment was to be lost ; he hid the bloody 
dagger under his cloak, and, rushing from 
the temple, fled from the shrubbery. 

Midnight had thrice mantled in ebon* 
shade *fyis " nether world," when Di Man- 
fredini reached the lone retreat of the 
Conte Alverani. He found him the slave 
of restless disquiet, of perturbed expec- 
tation — " Where is Di Montranzo ?" he 
abruptly demanded. 

" In existence/* replied-Di Manfredini. 

A mingled sensation- of disappointment 
and joy filled the heart of Alverani. Difc 
ficult would it.be for me to decide which 
x 5 pre- 
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predorhinated— disappointment at his own 
prolengthened prospect of obscurity, of 
joy at having escaped the conscious per- 
petration of murder — " Where have you 
been? why all this mystery ?" he fear- 
fully interrogated. " Have you beheld 
the Marchesa ? is she alike lovely ? alike 

« She has escaped me/' interrupted Di 
Manfredini i " she has set me at defiance 
-^-scorned me !" 

€t And the vaunting threat of a woman 
has daunted your noble ardour ?" jocosely 
observed the Conte, 

Di Manfredini turned fiercely, towards 
him— " This is no time for jesting/' he 
exclaimed ; gt death has been at work ! 
1 would ha\e forced her into bliss; but 
— question me no more/' hastily ; "I 
tell you the scene is damning — call it not 
to mind — I would forget it altogether \" 

" You leave meat a loss to conjecture/* 
• resumed Alverani. " How can I forego a 
subject SO darkly, so ambiguously hinted ?" 

I s Elorentini 
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"Florentini is dead!" articulated Di 
Manfredini, in faltering accents ; " in niy 
arms she relinquished life — but Di Mon«> 
tranzo lives/' grinding his teeth> and strik- 
ing his clenched fist against his forehead ; 
" Di Man tranzo is rich fir the dying blest-* 
sing of a murdered saint 

" Murdered !" echoed the Vernier 

™ Torture me not," pursued. Di Man^ 
fredini ; " be satisfied la know, that Eh>~ 
rentini can no more be injured;. To- 
morrow I shall repair to the cottage of 
Ruffino,. for on the body of the most 
lovelvv most unfortunate of her sex, I 
have sworn to live but for revenge If 9 

" Surely,'* questioned the Conte^ " youi 
mean not to destroy the boy ?" 

" 1 have said the boy hereafter must be 
your charge ; now all that's to be consider- 
ed is, how best to play tbc hypocrite-— 
you must away to Florence/* 

Tb Florence I 1 ' repeated AlVerani;. 
** into the jaws of a prison ? into the power 
ef my creditors ?" 

& & " To? 
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" To Florence," firmly resumed Dr 
Manfredioi. " The foolish credulity of 
the Marchese, who knows your embarrass- 
ment, will estimate the sacrifice — you 
must go with tears in your eyes, with con- 
dolence on your tongue — you must sym- 
pathize in his sorrows— you must offer 
comfort — iyou mu&t propose change of 
scene, change of. country, and, if he falls 
into the snare, leave the rest to me. A 
prosperous breeze may waft him from his, 
native land — but where is the breeze that 
shall return .bin* homer" 
. The Gonte shuddered— " Yet a little 
^hije,*? he exclaimed, . fearfully averting 
bis eyes from the malignant scrutiny of 
his friend, " and the dreaded horror may 
be spared, us. Di Montranzo, desponding, 
hopeless; lives but for misery— rperhapar 
the strength of his feelings may soon sub* 

due his constitution — perhaps " 

" His. constitution shall be subdued/' 
muttered Di Manfredini; and smiling, in 
demoniac exultation, he continued — " Gc* 

you 
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you to Florence ; mark his every action ; 
truly, undisguisedly, convey to me the 
changes in his temper ; and wh£n next you 
visit that city, it shall be in splendour." 

Early the ensuing morning, on the 
errand of pretended consolation/the Conte 
Alverani left the innocent Adelhfeida to 
the care of a servant, and, quitting his 
retreat, hastened to Florence. He found 
the unfortunate Marchese labouring under 
all. the horrors of an estranged mind ; 
bow raving on his Fioreatihi, now on his. 
son now cursing their murderer, and now 
invoking the friendly annihilation of death. 
I must pass lightly over the gradual en- 
crease of influence and authority, whkli 
stamped the actions of the Conte. Versed 
in the art of dissimulation, he governed, 
without appearing to hold the reins— he 
jvas, in one, the fellow-mourner, the mild 
remonstrancer of the Marchese. With 
thoughtful assiduity he superintended the 
melancholy rites of the Marchesa's intec* 

ixienl; 
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roent ; he followed her to the silent vauTt r 
he saw her entombed within the chapel of 
the Castle di Montranzo, and then return- ' 
ed, to practise new artifices, ta reap new 
advantages. 

In the lucid intervals of the Marthese> 
be hinted the necessity of change; thfe 
mourner listened, and, pleased with the 
supposed interest of aflecf ion, acceded to 
his plans. It was settled for him to sail 
from Leghorft for France; not in the 
splendour of his rank, but in the humble 
guise of mediocrity ; for, alas ! his heart 
sickened at the parade of greatnefss, shrunk 
in disgust at the anticipation of attention! 
which his title would excite. 

. The route wa* no sooner arranged, than 
every minutia was dispatched to Di Man- 
fredini, who, alike active in the infernal 
project, hastened to Leghorn, prbcUfed a 
vessel, and installed Ruffino as; the com* 
mattder— * " Offer to attend the Marchese/' 

wrote 
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wrote Di Manfredini ; <c it will prevent 
suspicion ; press your suit — you may em- 
bark, but you shall hot sail." 

Di Montranzo, for a time, strenuously 
opposed the generous proposition ; but 
the Conte. retracted not; he urged it hot 
as an offer of humacfity, but as the impulse 
of curiosity. He said he had long pro- 
jected the tour of France, and the society 
of the Marchese was an additional induce- 
ment. Thus arranged, on the' morning 
of their departure from Florence, thfc 
Duca di Monte Melissario, whose wishes 
and whose hopes pictured a thousand pro- 
jects for the recovery of Philippina, bade 
them adieu ; and while he bent his steps: 
to the rugged walls of Corpus Domini, 
the Marchese fell, an unsuspecting, un- 
resisting victim, into the preconcerted 
snare. On arriving at Leghorn, the ne- 
cessary exertions for accommodation det- 
volving en the Cxmte, he soon closed the 

compact 
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compact with the subtle Ruffino ; and early 
the succeeding evening, accqmp&nying 
his devoted brother-in-law, embarked un- 
attended, purposing to engage French 
servants on landing at Marseilles. 

• The unfurled sails had scarcely swelled 
in the passing breeze, when a boat was 
seen plying every oar to overtake the 
vessel; a waving handkerchief spoke the 
signal of detention, and in a few minutes, 
heaving alongside, a stranger sprung upon 
the deck, and presented a letter to the 
Conte Alverani. With -apparent agitation 
he broke the seal ; he threw an eager eye 
over the contents, and breathed an excla- 
mation of agony. It was written in all 
the vehemence of grief, in all the frenzy 
of apprehension : it stated that his infant 
daughter, his loved Adelheida, was dying, 
and besought him to hasten his return, 
if he wished again to behold her. For a 
moment he appeared abstracted ? he stood 

with. 
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with his hand pressed upon his forehead, 
and his lips quivering in extreme emo- 
tion. 

" You* rtnist go,; my friend/' said the 
Marchese, wiping dway a tear ; " you 
have a child— gracious Heaven ! what 
claim is half so bidding ?" 

The Conte still faltered, apparently 
racked between his sense' of : friendship 
and his parental affection, though, in fact, 
struggling against the faint efforts of pity, 
which rose, like a flitting phantom; in hts 
breafct — " In this world he must be miser- 
able/* mentally argried the politic Alve- 
rani ; " can it be compassion ? no, it is 
rathpr the refinement of cruelty, to 
lengthen the hours of torture and then, 
without, daring to look at the injured 
being, destined by him to death, he sprung 
into the boat, and was quickly rowed to 
shore, picturing in every shade the accu- 
sing image, of the betrayed Marchess, 

alive 
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alive (o all the torturing 'pangs of con- 
science — for 

*• The wretch whose rugged bed 
Is fin'd with thorns; more softly (tests -his tsearfj, * ' 
Than be who sinks amk}, the <?ygn«V& down* 
If thou, tormenting fierid I < be nigh. V- 

The Conte Alverani returned to the re- 
treat af his child. Adejhjeida smiled at his 
approach ; ib,ut his heart -oniy-for a mo- 
ment felt the exultation of parentaMrans- 
pprt— it sickened, it drooped. He exir 
quired for Di ,Mapftedini— his friend had 
fled, and eagerly Jbe ^snatched from the 
^and of the servant a written explanation 
of his conduct: . 



44 Sir steps Have been : water- 
ed," wrote Di Manfredini ; " iny asy- 
lum is discovered ; the emissaries of 
"power encompass me; my father's policy 
•seeks to ensnare me within thfe cursed 

cloister* 
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cloister, from which I have so often fled* 
No, Alverani, I will not be dragged back in 
disgrace ; I will not be exposed to the stern 
exordiums, the pious dogmas, the endless 
denunciations of my youth's instructors— • 
Where then lies the alternative ? to for- 
iwear the world ? yes, I must forswear the 
world— I have forsworn the world — already, 
on the body of FJorentini, I have abjured 
its poisoned chartns, its destructive quick* 
sands — what have I to do with the world ? 
love is buried in the grave of Florentine — 
revenge is sated in the grave of Di Mon- 
tran2o> This night I ^vill away to the 
Camaldoli convent of St. Korauald— *I will 
fihafe my head— I will let my beard grow 
— I will conceal my name — I will deceive 
my father — like an ignis fatuus, I will slip 
ffom his grasp — but he shall never know 
my retreat, for he would exult with my 
hated brother ; he would say he had driven 
me into the toil. No, no, Di Manfredini 
is not to be driven-^it is choice — it is 
collusion. I shall be near the grave of my 

Jove'— 
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love— I shall be near the domain of my 
friend. Alverani, when the tale shall have 
been toM — when the world shall have heard 
the death of the Marchese — when the law 
shall have invested you in his rich posses- 
sions, reside at Montranzo. I will be your 
soul's confessor — I'will be your indulgent 
absolver — ring at the gate of St. Romuald's 
convent, and ask for 

Father BxAzmo.** 



Several weeks transpired, and no intelli- 
gence of the Marchesfe Ai- Montrarizo was 
obtained ; rumour; circulated a report of 
his decease, and the almost immediate re- 
turn .of the pretended comraahder of the 
vessel authenticated the story. He stated, 
that in a paroxysm of delirium, arising 
from the indulgence of sorrow, the Mar- 
chese di Montranzo had precipitated him- 
self from the side of the vessel, and, not- 
withstanding their utmost and instantane- 

* QU& 



bits exertions, had sunk to rise no more — 
but in the ear of the Conte he whispered, 
" The deed is done," and from him received 
the wages of his compliance. 

. How could the tale be doubted, where 
suspicion had never been awakened ? how 
could the heart of Alverani have been 
read, thus guarded by the thick folds of 
dissimulation ? He played the mourner 
to admiration ; and, veiling his internal 
exultation, retired with his innocent Adel- 
heida to the Castle di Montranzo. All 
things conspiring to favour the design, 
Kuffino was dispatched 'to the cottage 
which concealed the unfortunate heir, and, 
at break of day, snatching him from his 
balmy slumber, he mounted his mule, and 
recommenced his journey. The infant 
traveller, delighted with the novelty of the 
scene, lisped the playful accent? of plea- 
sure, patted the neck of the beast, and 
looking in the face of his supposed uncle, 
asked whither they were going ? But not 

the 
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the endearing smile of innocence could 
awaken tenderness; Ruffino gruffly bade 
him hold his peace, and silently pressed 
forward. 

The evening was fast approaching, when 
they reached the rocky wilds opening to 
the base of Montranzo. The little Flo- 
doaldo, tired, hungry, exhausted, had wept 
himself to sleep, and now hung upon the 
arm of Riiffino, whose relentless heart, 
alive only to sordid interest, beat with joy 
at the near prospect of resigning hh 
charge. Gently dismounting, he tied his 
mule to a tree, and, affixing a ticket to the 
breast of the sleeper, on which was written 
— " Have compassion vpon the orphan, 
Huberto di Rincddini" he carried him in 
nis arms, and mounting the almost tractless 
steep, laid him on the grassy sward, 
beneath the towering battlements of the 
Castle. The Conte, who had long been 
upon the watch, no sooner heard the 
piercing cries of the child, who, nwaken- 
3 ing, 
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hig, was terrified to find himself deserted 
in a sojitude so obscure, than, summoning 
his attendants', he explained what he had > 
heard, and ordered them to seek the suf- 
ferer. The Castle gate was thrown open ; 
and at the instant that the hapless Flodo- 
aldOj sobbing and lamenting, was running, 
with all his infant strength, to seek his 
uncle, Alverani himself arrested him, raised 
him in his arms, and conveyed him into 
the Castle, 

From this period, the nominated Hu* 
berto. di Rinaldini became the playfellow 
of the little Adelheida. They grew up 
in love, in mutual confidence ; and, .almost 
before nature spoke their casts of cha- 
racter, betrayed sentiments and sympa- 
thies which threatened to colour their 
future Jives. The Conte Alverani, with 
internal satisfaction, beheld the fnutual 
prepossession of the cousins ; he loved 
fiuberto, and fallaciously pictured, that 
in giving him his daughter* and, at his 

own 
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own death, restoring him to possessions 
he had so unjustly usurped from his in- 
heritance, he, should, in some degree, 
make reparation for his own crimes, and" 
appease the reproaching shade of the 
murdered Marchese. The wily confessor, 
Father Brazilio, saw differently ; he mark- 
ed the burning blush of loves first dawn ; 
he traced the ardent sigh of Adelheida; 
he read the deep dejection of Huberto, 
and mentally swore to nip the budding 
hopes of promise. He had saved the son 
of the hated Marchese, but not for felicity ; 
besides, in these Apennine wilds, Adel- 
Jjeida was hid from the eyes of man ; and 
if Adelheida died unmarried, the Cotite 
Alverani had bound himself to purchase 
the prayers of the holy brothers of St. 
Romuald, by investing their order with 
the princely domain of Montranzo. The 
known bequest, obtained by the supposed 
spiritual interest of the monk, procured 
for him many indulgences ; and what to 
the force of piety was attributed, owed its 

birtb 
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birth to self-interest, and native malig- 
nancy. Nominally he retained a cell in 
the Camaldoli cloister; for, by the per- 
mission of the father abbot, he resided 
entirely beneath the roof of the Castle, 
where, under the external appearance of 
zeal for his fellow-creatures, he fitted up 
a dispensary, arid passed the Chief of his 
leisure hours in analyzing the virtues of 
plants> a^d studying the art of chemistry. 

But once did the Conte Alverani re^ 
move from ivfontranzo after being; &c- 
knowledged its lord/ and then he left 
Huberto and Adelheida to the care of ser- 
vants, and, with his confessor, repaired fO 
Florence. His heart had lost itsxelish for 
dissipation ; gaiety palled upon his senses, 
and chased not the gloom of thought: 
the monk, too, behe'd no object butTIo- 
rentini; her bleeding shade haunted the 
midnight hour, and poisoned the oblivion 
of sleep. Disgusted and drooping, after' 
a twelvemonth's residence (during which 

vol, iv, i, period. 
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period Father Luitfrido had entered St; 
Romuald, had become a novice and a 
monk), they returned to Montranzo, and 
fell into the monotonous current of .pray- 
ers, penance, and disguise. 

But to return to the smothered passion 
of the cousins: — it was after mcntally'view- 
i t ng the happy union of love — it was after 
supposing the injured heir pf Di Montranzo 
the husband of Adelheida, and the rein- 
staled possessor. of splendour — it was after 
placing him in the footsteps of the Mar- 
chese, and revising his own supposed in- 
juries, and his disappointed passion, thai 
Father -Br^zilio drew forth the dagger, 
which his own crimes had -sheathed' in the 
spotless bosom of the "Marchesa. The 
sight was fuel to his hatred ; it fanned his 
brain to frenzy; he swore, upon that 
dagger, to persecute the son of Di Mon* 
frauzo ; he swore, upon the picture he 
had stolen, to sacrifice Heaven for revenge 
— u Damn him ! damn l\im /" he exclaim- 
ed ; 
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ed ; 4 ' not in his grave does my rancour 
slumber /" 

The entrance of the Conte Alverani, 
as has been already recited, compelled him 
to. restore the dagger to its sheath— it 
slipped on one side — it fell upon the 
floor — it attracted the eye of the intruder 
— it seemed to possess the power of the 
basilisk — in one glance he recognized the 
dagger of the Marchese di Montranzo, and 
amazement, horror, filled every idea ; The 
explanation was deferred till night ; and 
in the library, after retiring from the 
supper table, the fatal scene of Florentines - 
decease, and the possession of the dagger, . 
was fully disclosed—" I keep it to fan my 
hatred to Di Montranzo's memory," con* 
eluded Father Brazilio ; " to poison the 
joys of Di Montranzo's son 

The Conte replied not; he read, in the 
dark features of his confessor, an expres- 
sion so repugnant to his wishes, that he 
h 2 dared 



220 DI MONTH AN ZO. 

dared not breathe their import ; and bury- 
ing them in his own breast, he retired to 
his chamber, still ericouraging the hope 
, of yet reconciling the monk fo his pur- 
pose. 

It was on the night in which Adelheidar 
and Vannina, groping along the dark walls 

, of the antichamber, sought to relight the 
lamp in the apartment of the Conte, the 
night closing the day of Di Rinaldinrs 
proffered wish of quitting the Castte, tfcit 
Alverani, for the first time, revealed to 
his confessor the passion of the lovers, 
the generous determination - of Huberto, 
and his own desire to remove at once 
their doubts, and complete their felicity. 
He deigned to supplicate the eon ^irrcnce 
of the monk, to the 'only step which, in 
this world, could divest conscience of 

k ope accusing pang— ff The pale ghost of 
the father ever haunts my steps, ever 
dashes the past with regret, the future 
#i*h condemnation/' he whispered. ff The 

paje 
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pale ghost of the father points, not to his 
own bleeding wound, but to thfc ruined 

- prospects, to the desolated expectations 

".of his heir, who, through me «•* 

" Peace," interrupted Father Brazilio, 
*' nor suffer the shapeless fancies of a dis- 
tempered brain to mar the revenge ray 
firmer mind designed. Shall the coward 
flights of superstition subvert the ceaseless 
exertions of years ? No, Alverani, though 
a ghost now blasted my sight, in the hated 
semblance of Di Montranzo, if I thought 
the sigh of sorrow could penetrate the 
cloudy limits of its sphere — if I though* 
the sublunary groan of anguish could 
poison the joy of its paradise— : if I thought^ 
fbe sufferings of the son could awaken the , 
sympathy of the father, though the dart 
of death poised on the very gulf of hell, 
yet would I brave the stroke, did he but 
know the aiming hand was Di Manfre- 
dini's !" 

* Tbe Conte shuddered— " What must 
be done ?" he interrogated. 

i/3 Adel- 
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Adclheida heard the answer, for it was 
at that instant that her hand sought the 
lock of the door ; and when the voice of 
the monk lowered/ when it died away at 
the word marriage, it was only in mdre 
cautious accents to conclude—" Sooner 
than witness the son 6( Di Montranzo 
restored to the possessions of his birth- 
right, I will, reveal the hidden series of 
those crimes which dispossessed his father ; 
I will acknowledge myself a murderer, 
though solely to punish the pusillanimous 
.accomplice in my guilt !" . • 

The Conte was alarmed, was discon- 
certed ; he knew the determined cha- 
racter of Di Manfredini, yet once more 
he ventured to urge the cause of humanity. 
His «ffbrts were ineffectual ; the monk 
relaxed not ; he dwelt on the necessity of 
Huberto's immediate removal from the 
Castle, and ever closed, his arguments by 
saying, that the safety of Alverani, to- 
gether 
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gether with his own vow of vengeance, 
needed a sacrifice. 

The visits of Di Rinaldini to the canoff 
of St. Romuald, his implicit reliance on 
the counsels of the early friend of^his 
youth, his struggles between his feelings 
and his sentiments of duty, all passed un- 
suspected ; even the clandestine union of 
the lovers was unguessed at ; day after day 
passed rapidly away, and still was the 
dreaded explanation deferred. 

But we must now follow the steps of 
the monk Brazilio, whom, it may be re- 
membered, as t missionary from his con- 
vent, repaired to Fossombrbne, In a lone, 
cabarfct, sheltered by the swelling sides ,qf 
the Apennine, he sought shelter from 
the scorching ravs of the sun, and was re- 
posing himself on a rude bench at the • 
- door, when the landlord approaqhing,j60- 
Hcited him in behalf of a dying traveller^ 
— " Holy father," said the man, " the poor,' 
1 4 wretch 
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wretch seems sorely laden; in the flame 
of the Holy Virgin, do come and receive 
bis confession ; do come and speak peace 
to his soul." 

The monk followed to a confined charti-* 
ber, where, upon a miserable pallet, he 
beheld the emaciafed form of the stranger. 
Consternation and dismay werfc impressed 
upon his features; his hands grasped a 
crucifix, procured from his host, and his 
colourless lips murmured prayers, groans, 
and self-accusations — " Son/* exclaimed 
thfe monk, kneeling at his Side, u is your 
belief—" 

" Father/* interrupted the compassion- 
ating landlord, " the poor creature cannot 
discuss belief ; do administer extreme^ 
unction ; do absolve his soul, ere it wing 
its flight to eternity/' 

The invalid shuddetfed ; he fixed his 
glazed eyes on the confesson Father 
Brazilio started, leant forward, and recog- 
nized, 
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nized, in the altered being before him, 
the once ferocious tool of his own ini- 
quity, the purloiner of the injured FIo- 
doaldo, the supposed murderer of the 
Marchese di Montranzo. Impulsively he 
drew his cowl more over his face, and; 
dismissing the host, secured the door, and 
again knelt by the side of the penitent. 

cr Father, father, pray for me/' faltered 
Ruffino, " pray for me; I have been a 
grievous sinner; I'have blasted the peace 
- of others ; I have destroyed the hopes of 
innocence; I have " 

" Murdered ?" interrogated the monk, 
with an assumed severity, which veiled the 
impatient eagerness of his own curiosity, 
"'Say, my son, disclose all; reveal the 
extent of guilt, that my unworthy efforts 
ttfay avert the doom of-condemnation." 

" No, no- — not a murderer, thank Hea- 
ven, not a murderer !" articulated Ruffino ; 
and, gasping, he paused, for his short quick 
breathing threatened to stop for ever. 

l 5 Scarcely 
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Scarcely could the policy of the monk 
conceal the rage, the disappointment of 
his feelings — " Not a murderer !" he men- 
tally repeated, and his smothered curses 
lighted on the prostrate object before 
him — " Fear not, my son/' resuming all 
the hypocritical softness of compassion ; 
t€ exert your struggling spirit, and tell me 
what it fears." 

The sufferer kissed the crucifix, still 
grasped in his trembling hand, and resting 
his eyes, in imploring earnestness, on the 
veiled countenance of the confessor, in 
broken and disjointed sentences unfolded 
the gradual series of his crimes : but as he 
dwelt on the bribes held forth to purchase 
the existence of the Marchese di Mon- 
tranzo, his strength imperceptibly weak- 
ened ; the horror which the remembrance 
awakened, palsied the powers of speech, 
and for many minutes, groans and sobs 
could alone gqin utterance — u Humanity 
was not extinct," he at length feebly ar- 
5 ticulated ; 



bl MONfRAKfcO. 227 

ticulafed ; " I plunged not my soul in the 
blood of the defenceless — I spared the life 
of my intended victim, returned to my 
employers, acknowledged myself a mur- 
derer, and received the reward of imagined 

guilt. . But, oh merciful Creator I " 

" The Marchese still lives ?" abruptly 
interrogated Father Brazilio. 

The penitent started at the voice, with 
momentary strength, snatched the cowl 
from the face. of his confessor, breathed a 
fearful groan, and felt senseless on his 
pillow. . j» 

Dreading lest the soul might escape 
ere the secret retreat of the Marchese 
was disclosed, the monk essayed to 
recal the fleeting spirit of Ruffino— he did v 
recal it, though but for a moment ; the 
pulse feebly fluttered, the laboured re- 
spiration returned — " By your hopes of 
mercy," urged the confessor, " tell me, 
does Di Monthmzq still live ?" 

l 6 " He 
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a He Hres/' mrrmured.ffig dying man* 
" Knows Ire of the existence of hfsson 
" He know"— almost unintelligibly fal- 
tered Ruffino, arrdf rite voice ceased. 

"What, does he know?" impatiently 
demanded Father BrazEIib* 

No answer was returned. 

" Tell me what he knows, ancf wfiere fidT 
is concealed ?" roiig.Wy grasping the shoul- 
der of the penitent, a?»d snatching fiiiflf 
from the pillow. 

The' grasp was unheeded, was unfelt — 
the head hung lifeless. The moftk, per- 
ceiving all Was over., shuddering, withdrew 
his hand ; the corse fell back, and he hur- 
ried from the chamber. At a loss how to 
act, yet swearing, more than ever, to blast 
the happiness, of the man he thought long 
since he iiad dispatched from this life, 
Father Bramlio" immediately sent a mes- 
senger to Montranzo 4 desiring the Conte 

Alverani, 
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Alverani, under the plea of visiting one 
of his estates, to meet him at Fossombrone. 
The Conte, as has been already related, at- 
tended the summons; and the wily monk 
disclosed such part of the discovery as he 
judged sufficient to work him to his pur- 
pose. He discretidnally added to the con- 
fession of Ruffino, artfully concealed the 
escape of Di Montranzo, said that his 
blood hung heavy on the soul of the pe- 
nitent, and that the hour of retribution 
dawned upon themselves. ' 

The Conte started. 

"We must fly," said the monk, «' or 
purchase security with another life !" 

" Fly !" reiterated Alverani, his checjcs* 
fading to the hue of death. 

€t Yes, fly," resumed Father Brazilio, 
Mt in indigence, in disgrace, in infamy ; or 
boldly controvert the machinations of 
power, boldly retain the purchased pos- 
session 



i 
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session of splendour — we should have done 
the deed ourselves." 

Alverani shuddered. 

"The weak tool of our policy, bit by 
the mania of religion, has confessed the 
theft of the child to the friend of Di Mon- 
tranzo ; the Duca di Monte Melissario 
flies now to Italy, to claim that child from 
our hands — remember, "that child is the 
lawful heir of what you now enjoy — that 
child must die !" 

"Oh no, no !" fearfully interrupting 
him; "that child shall possess all that I 
enjoy — that child shall be the husband of 
Adelheida — that child " 

" Never," firmly exclaimed the monk ; 
"but one alternative remains — nay, no 
qualms of conscience — in me claim a 
staunch friend, or an inveterate enemy. 
Give Di Rinaldini your possessions — give 
him your daughter, and instantly I confess 

the 
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the murder of the Marchese — instantly I 
cite you as an accomplice !" 

The Conte groaned, 

" Fortune favours ^is with time and op- 
portunity/' pursued the tempter; " ere 
fhe Duca di MontQ Melissario can arrive, 
Huberto may be cold in his grave. We 
are all subject to disease — we are all liable 
to casualties— who can say his death was 

not natural ? who can say " 

"But blood— blood!" faltered Alve- 
rani. 

" Pshaw! a mere shadow; a selfr 
conceived hydra ; violence is unnecessary ; 
no blood need be shed — poison will work 
even surer than the dagger/' 

The Conte appeared lost in thought; 
b.ut suddenly grasping the arm of the 
monk — " Are you sure he disclosed no 
more ?" he fearfully asked ; " are you sure, 
in the fervour of piety, in the* anguish of 

remorse, 
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remorse, he named not the damning deed 
vie so deliberately planned ?" 

" No, no— pn that head rest secure — 
the deed, save through yourself, is con- 
signed to eternal oblivion. Self-security 
compromised with conscience for dis- 
closing the theft of the child — Ruffino 
was rewarded — had he confessed himself 
a murderer, his reward had been death. 
Come, you must be quick in your deter- 
mination," he continued ; " deliberation 
suits not the present danger — poison is a 
sure means — the dead cannot speak, the 
living will not suspect. We will return to 
Montranzo — in the dispensary I will pre- 
pare the draught— you shall be the ad- 
Taninisterer." 

The Conte, shuddering, buried his face 
in his hands. 

" Why, man/' resumed Father Brazilio, 
forcing a laugh, "lam as deep in guilt 
as yourself, yet am I no coward/' 

" You 



*I -MONTR A K 20* 883 

" You are no father/' faltered Alverani ; 
*' my child, my darling Adelheida, will 
break, her heart — she loves Huberto ; and 
to behold him die 

" Ridiculous !" sneeringly interrupted 
the monk ; " seems you know not a- 
wo man's heart; she will vent a thousand 
complaints, breathe a world of sighs, shed 
a flood of tears, but, with the light incon- 
sistency of her sex, soon regain her quiet; 
soon smile on the praiser of her beauty; 
soon be ready for a new lover/' 

On arriving £t the Castle* the innocent 
caresses of the Signora Adelheida banish- 
ed not the gloomy dejection of the Conte, 
The undisguised congratulations of Hu- 
berto conveyed a tacit reproach to his 
feelings; he shrunk from his society, he 
fled his presence; and each succeeding 
hour teemed with the strengthening im- 
portunities of the monk, and the yielding 
reluctance of his own perverted principles. 
At length the step was determined, but 

jiot 



not the moment of action ; a quick .poi- 
son was to be administered, and the eva-* 
ding of curiosity, the silencing of suspi- 
cion, left to the subtilty of Father Brazilio. 

It was on the night prior to the fatal ad- 
ministration of the poison, after Adelheida 
and Huberto had retired to their chambers, 
that Alverani and the monk met in the 
oratory, to discuss, for the last time, the 
infernal project. Still alive to momentary 
starts t>f reluctance, the Conte sought to 
soften the fieridlike soul of his confessor, 
and dwelt on the deed of murder with 
harrowing minuteness. It was the tre- 
mulous accents of his voice breathing that 
awful word, which filled with dismay the 
coward soul of Vannina, and which, from 
the coincidence of circumstances, became 
magnified into a supernatural forebodence. 
Di Rinaldini's visit to the dispensary, his 
demand for sal-vplatile, but, above all, 
his opportune summons to attend the mes- 
senger, from the Camaldoli convent, was 

too 
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too favourable a moment to be relinquished. 
During his absence, a potent and expedi- 
tious poison was prepared ; and, at his re- 
turn, the faltering hand of the father, yield- 
ing to the vicious incitements, and terrified 
intocomplianceby the threatsof his adviser, 
through mistake, administered the dose of 
death to an only and beloved child, and 
became at once the instrument of his own 
conversion, and the fatal avenger of his 
own enormities. 

At the first intimation of the LadyAdel- 
heida's illness, when the Conte Alverani, 
hearing the shrieks of his child, had rushed 
to her chamber, when, wildly pressing 
her in his arms, he wept over her, and, 
eager to appease the agonizing tortures 
she endured, dispatched Vannina to sum* 
mon Father Brazlio, as, with fearful tre- 
pidation, he pressed his lips to her burning 
cheek, his eyes, wandering to the table, 
rested on an empty vial— horror, dismay, 
apprehension, crowded to his heart— 

"That 
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" That vial— that' vial V 9 he exclaimed, 
" God of Heaven ! speak, my Adelheida 
—that vial !" - 

" What of ft, my father ?'\ demanded 
the unconscious sufferer* " Alas ! how 
wild you look !" 

"No matter, no matter/' gasping for 
breath ; " tell me what you have done 
with the contents? tell me where you ob- 
tained u ?" > 

" I have swallowed them/' replied Adel- 
heida ; " my spirits needed a restorative, 
and Huberto procured it from Father Bra- 
zilio's dispensary." 

. " I have murdered my child I God ! 
God ! I have murdered my chilcl !" groan- 
ed the distracted Alverani, tearing his hair, 
and striking his clenched hand against his 
forehead. 

- u You rave, my father/' mildly observed 
Adelheida. 

. fC Rave — oh no! That vial contained 
the bane of life — that vial contained a 
deadly poison. Curse me, Adelheida ! 
. , Heaven 
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Heaven curses me ! Nature curses me ! 
'Curse me, my child ! I am a murderer — 
my hands are dipped in blood. Ah ! do 
they not burn you ? , Curse me, chiJd ! 
Curse me! One life could not satisfy 
me — I would again have been a murderer; 
and I have destroyed my girl. In two 
hours; — in two short hours, Adelheida, I 
shqll be an outcast— a childless, guilty 
wretch — two hours — mark me, Adelheida/ 
your minutes are numbered — two hpurs, 
Adelheida, and you will be no more !" 

Thinking it superfluous to enlarge upon 
the distracted ravings of the father, or the t 
patient endurance, the pious resignation, 
the mild forgiveness of the daughter, I 
hasten to state, that, goaded by conscience, 
maddened by despair, he rushed into the 
corridor, where, encountering Huberto, 
the entrance of Father Brazilio alone 
checked the full disclosure of past iniqui- 
ties; that with difficulty he dragged the 
frantic self-accuser into the oratory, ere 

the 
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the supposed murder of the Marchese, and 
the acknowledgment of Huberto's birth, 
was revealed; that during the absence of 
the Conte and his confessor, while the 
monk was threatening and condoling, Di 
Rinaldini visited his suffering wife, and, 
under a solemn vow of eternal secrecy, 
heard from her the fatal death-blow to his 
hopes— heard the crime and the perpe- 
trator. 

The death of the Lady Adelheida, the 
flight of the Conte Alverani, succeeded ; 
but Di Rinaldini lived— Di Rinaldini was 
the undisturbed possessor of Montranzp— - 
Di Rinaldini might hereafter- be the com- 
forter of his father. The possibility fan* 
ned every latent spark of hatred in the 
relentless soul of the monk, and he vowed 
to blast his hopes of splendour,, though 
hell itself threatened condemnation. Sub- 
tle in design, quick in execution, relying 
on the superstition of the times, and the 
faith of bigotry, through the medium of a 
- ' supposed 
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supposed spirif, he formed the plan of 
terrifying the domestics, accusing Huberto 
of murder, citing them as witnesses, and 
doubly sating his hatred on Di Montranzof 
should chance ever present him to his 
view, by telling him the tale of Flodo- 
aklo's escape from death, and, in the mo- 
ment of elated hope and joy, blasting alf 
the fond expectations of the parent, by 
declaring that, through him, his son had 
perished by the hand of the executioner. 
This was a new, an exquisite contrivance 
of revenge — a revenge worthy the soul of 
Di Manfredini. Eager to commence his 
machinations, and more- effectually to 
elude the possibility of suspicion, he re* ^ 
moved to his cell at St. Romuald; and 
being well acquainted with the subter- 
ranean communication between the Castle 
and the monastery, b,y having, through 
curiosity, on his iirst assuming the cowl, 
explored the branching passages, by their 
medium he depended ori becoming a spy 
^ upon the actions of Di Rinaldini, and ef- 
fectually 
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fectually promoting his own project. 
From the principal subterranean several 
passages branched ; but one in particular, 
•o artfully contrived, that it was formed in 
the hollow of the main wall, and winding 
by the state chamber, by a low flight of 
steps, extended to the oratory, and opened 
into it .by a sliding .pan nel, immedi- 
ately at the back of the organ. By the 
aid of the unknown admission, the first 
essay of supernatural deception was prac- 
tised on the very night of Adelheida's in- 
terment, when the mind of Huberto, soften- 
ed by sorrow, yielding to the weakness of 
superstition, was withheld from tearing 
aside the curtain, and discovering the im- 
posture, by the disguised voice of the 
monk articulating, forbear ! 

The terror of the whole household, the 
exaggerated reports of yannina, together 
with a thousand combining circumstances, 
aided his perseverance.' In various parts 
of the Castle he spread terror and dismay ; 

some- 



sometimes speaking unseen ; sometimes, 
assisted by the gloom of night, stealing 
athwart the passage of the approadier; 
now breathing the solemn sigh, now utter- 
ing the piercing groan. His Frequent and" 
pretended missions from St. Romuald \vas 
but to elude suspicion ; for, during his sup- 
posed absence, the noises were more fre- 
quent, and the murmur of discontent, the* 
afhbiguous hint of mystery, rapidty cir- 
culated among the domestics. 

On the afrival of the Duca di Monte 
v Melissario &t the Castle, Father Brazil io, 
Who was nominally journeying towards 
Rome, but who, in fact, was concealed hv 
his own cell, was resolved at once to outvie 
all his former horrors, and terrify him into 
a scrutiny of the murder. A low door, 
hid by the tapestry of the state-chamber, 
and- communicating with the before- 
mentioned passage, admitted him from his * 
hiding-place ; and there, by the aid of 
phosphorus> and various ; chemical pre- 
* vol. iv, m paratioha, 



S42 m MONTRANZO. 

parations, at night he enacted the horrors 
already described. The extinguished lamp 
more clearly delineated the letters of fire 
which composed the word poi&on ! and his 
own hand, thrust through a rent in the 
tapestry, beckoned to the' perusal. 

.The departure of the l)uca from the 
"Castle di Montranzo, and the arrival of 
the pilgrimy opened a new field for 
rhystery ; but the firm mind of the youth 
fell not into the snare. The monk marked 
the downy cheek, the heaving bosom 6f 
the stranger, and conjecture formed a 
thousand improbabilities. ~He preceded 
his. footsteps, when, with Vannina, he 
visited the picture gallery ; and more than 
once darkened the path, by swiftly gliding 
across the passage, and veiling his form 
in surrounding darkness. Finding that all 
his efforts induced no hand to arouse the 
retributive powers of justice, he deter- 
mined, secretly, to give into the hply office 
a denunciation, charging Huberto di Rinal- 

dini 
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dirti with th£ foul charge of murder ; and, 
as a , concealed: accuser, by bringing for- 
ward such witnesses as before had been 
tainted by his infernal machinations, con- 
vict him, without the privilege of justifi- 
cation. Suspecting, . almost reading, in 
the blushing cheek of the pilgrim a con- 
viction of his sex ; confirmed, by the flight 
of the novice of Corpus Dqmini, that 
Isidore and his pretended sister were one 
and the sam/e person, he added sacrilege to 
the original charge; and while a trusted 
hand conveyed the attestation to Rome, 
gradually forwarded his proceedings, ,by 
forewarning Vannina of What was to take 
place, and, as the accusing spirit, urging 
her to give evidence against the murderer 
of Adelheida. Emboldened'by the success 
of his former schemes, and anxious to 
know whether he might strengthen his 
charge, by accusing Di Rinaldini of secre- 
ting the fugitive novice Hemelfride, the 
very night previous to the arrival of the 
guard to seize our hero, Father Brazilio 
m c 2 repaired 
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repaired through the subterranean to the 
Castle. 

The wind, in hollow blasts, gathered 
from the Alpine summits of the mountains, 
roared through the arched roof passages, 
as he entered the east, hall ; but no sem- 
blance of fear, no trembling incitement of 
remorse, awakened his purpose. He 
grasped the long-cherished dagger, as it lay 
hid in the folds of his cloak, and whispered, 
with a ghastly smile — "Should she awaken, 
this is my security.'* 

Mounting the turret stairs, by a' con- 
cealed entrance (so artfully constructed 
as, on the inner side, to baffle the eye of 
scrutiny), he entered the chamber; and, 
hid behind the tapestry of a low recess, 
which terminated in a kind of valve, un- 
closing by a secret spring, there he heard 
4he apostrophe of the pilgrim, and there 
he breathed forth the sounds, which, for 
a moment, had put to flight the firmness 
of, Isidore, and impressed him with the 

horrors 
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horrors of superstition. Impatiently he 
listened, for the darkened curtain between 
them entirely hid the interior of the cham- 
ber from sight ; and when, from the still- 
ness which prevailed, he concluded the 
youth reposing, he stole softly : from his 
hiding-place. The lamp emitted a feeble 
ray, and the calm respiration of the youth 
proclaimed him slumbering. Still grasp- 
ing the dag'ger, the monk paused at. the 
side oT the bed, and, carefully drawing 
iaside the curtain, gazed upon the sleeper. 
•His sallow countenance flashed a momen- 
tary scarlet; his dark eyes beamed mra* 
licious joy ; for, as one hand supported 
the rosy cheek of the pretended Isidore, 
the other, thrown upon the counterpane, 
left revealed the snow-white bosom of a 
woman. Suddenly the calm serenity of 
her features vanished, they became con- 
vulsed ; she started, as though from a 
fevered dream, yet Father Brazilio was 
inactive — the unsheathed dagger trembled 
in his hand, but not to have ensured self- 
m 3> N safety 
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safety could he have struck the blow. 
Her glowing beauty disarmed bim ; ven^ 
geance yielded to admiration; admiration 
fanned the long-smothered seeds of pas- 
sion; and,. for a moment, hatred and Di 
Montranzo were forgotten. Again the 
sleeper struggled ; a broken murmur trem- 
bled on her lips; the fear of discovery 
wasawakened ; and, with precipitancy, the 
monk fled across the chamber. He paused 
but to reclose the spring, and not until he 
had reached the monastery, did he miss ' 
the dagger— then fear lent him wings — f 
then desperation spurred him on to mur-^ 
der — " If she has arisen — if she has dis- 
covered the dagger," be exciaimtd, */ what 
but death can ensure safety f " 

He returned to Montranzo, hurried up" 
the turret stairs,' and, by the secret admis- 
sion, entered the chamber — it was vacant ♦ 
— the dagger was not to be found ; pro- 
videntially Hcmelfride had quitted it, or a 
scene of blood might have ensued. Dis- 
contented, 
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contented, uneasy, he retraced his; steps to 
St. Romuald, and there, in fancied secu- 
rity, fanned the raging passions of hii 
breast. 

The following evening, under the plea 
jof shelter from .the storm, but m fact to* 
dive into the thoughts and conclusions of 
its inmates, he. entered the Castle. He 
touched the string, yet concealed the dis- 
covery he had made; Huberto was either 
ignorant of the pilgrim's disguise, or pos- 
sessed fert more consummate than his own ; 
it was true, the pretended Isidore trembled, 
blushed, but the dagger was not mention- 
ed. Father Brazilio was in the oratory 
when the guard from Fosfcombrone arrived. 
He heard the bustle, but caution induced 
him to retain his station ; on returning- 
below, Di Rinaldini and the guard were 
gone. With surprise he beheld the pil- 
grim, yet he dared not hint a suggestion, 
lest his interest should betray htm the 
secret accuser. Exultingly he returned, 
m4 to 
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to bis convent ; his plans wcfre ripenings 
were drawing . (o completion ; 'th^. execu- 
tion of the innocent heir of Di Mon- 
tranzo alone remained to be fulfilled, and 
then his malignant soul pictured triumph. 
Impatience .marked the flight of time. 
The. canon of St. Romuald, and the do- 
mestics of the Castle, were convened to 
appear .at the trial ; he longed to dive into 
the assembly, to hear the process of its 
operations— but, more than all, he longed 
to proclaim to 4he still existiirg Marchese 
di Montranzo — <f 'Twos Di ManfreMni 
ysiho destroyed your son" 

Such were his anticipations, -such his 
taking serories* when ah Inquisitorial 
gu^rd am^ed at :tfcte monastery, not to 
cite the monk Brazilio as a witness, but to 
seize himas a prisoner. For the first time, 
his proud spirit drooped, not in fear, but 
ip disappointment — # They shall not tri- 
umph over me," he mentally apostro- 
phised ; " they shall not doom me to the 

scaffold's 
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scaffold^ ignominy; I will bear in tny, 
bosom the pass to freedom/' and, from the 
dispensary, whitfierhe had fled, he culled a 
subtle poison, so potent as to limit the- 
very moment of existence, and burying it 
in the folds of his vest, resigned himself 
tp his guards.. / ' 

On arriving at Rome, at night he 
Visited by a father confessor,, and through* 
Kim learnt the change of occurrences which 
fiad* taken place — learnt the dfcath, the re- 
morse, the expiring agonies of Alverani— 
learnt that he himself had passed whole* 
year? beneath the same roof with his ene- .. 
my — that the persecuted, the injured hus- 
band of Florentini— «the pious, the ; re- 
spected canon of his own community,, 
- were one. „ 

Tteiing^ orer th<r impious blasphemies 
kf disappointed rage; we proceed to state;, 
♦hat Di Manfredini lengthened life merely 
to, -exercise the last and only exultatioh; olT 
M:5 hatred 
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hatred which remained— to see Di Motir 
tranzo — to sting his heart, by telling hinv 
in him he befield the murderer of the 
Marchesa— in him, he beheld the relentless 
source of all his woes. An hour previous 
to the destined period of trial, without one 
supplication for pardon, without one dread 
of future retribution, the guilty Di Man- 
fredini swallowed the dose of death, and, 
secure in its known termination, brayed 
the frowns of power, and the threats, of 
punishment. 

Such* was the progress of guilt; such 
the enormities of yielding weakness. Had 
Di Manfredini — yet hold, bold pen, whi- 
ther would thy presumptuous efforts 
point ? To moralize is. the office of the 
philosopher; how then shall the young, 
the inexperienced, the timid delineator of 
fiction, dare infringe on the sacred prero- 
gative? Should the condescending eye 
of wisdom perusg these pages, let it draw 
its own inference; it is enough for the 

indis- 
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indiscriminating thousands, who kill time 
by exploring the fertile flights of ro* 
mance, to trace the hand of Heaven upon 
the innocent ; to see vice debased, and 
virtue triumphant. 



i') 
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CHAP. X. 

mty toe never dream of leu delight* 
Nor ever wake to 1cm substantial joys ! 

Con«ret*v 
How just the hand of Heav'»< has beert I 
Let us, who thro' our innocence survive, 
Still in the paths of honour persevere; 
And not from past or present ills despair^ " 
For blessings ever wait on virtuous deeds. 
And though a- late r a sure reward succeeds. 

COKORETSV 

Transpobt, delight, gratitude, alternately, 
heaved the full heart of Floddaldo, when,, 
accompanied by his father, accompanied! 
by the Duca di Monte Melissario, he en- 
tered the presence of the blushing Hemei*- 
ffide ; when, habited in the chaste robes 

of 
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of her sex, the lovely novice of Corpus 
Domini whispered congratulation, and,, 
shrinking in bashful diffidence, exchanged 
the warm ardour of the sensitive Isidore,. 
For the mild dignity, the fearful trepidat- 
ion, the glowing characteristic of angelic 
woman. Glorying in a passion which* 
fate had made eternal, above the subter- 
fuge of disguise, above the artifice of co* 
qufctry, she sighed an acknowledgment 
©f her prepossession ; and when Di Mon- 
tranzo dwelt on the tale of love, dwelt oi* 
the gradual expansion of her influence, 
dwdt on the birth of hope, dwelt on the ad- 
miration her picture had excited, she owned 
the past doubts, the past despondency ofher 
feelings ; she owned that, in the solitary 
turret at IJIontranzo, love had often tinc- 
tured the sigh whi<;h nominated misfor- 
tune had! excitejl. 

Such were the sentiments of the Iovers> 
such the. opening .prospects of felicity, 
when duty and inclination alike urged 

their 
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their return to Ombria; when, with th^r 
rising sun, they quitted the populous sub- 
urbs of Rome, and, from the noisy bustle 
of the world, returned to the calm quiet 
of retirement* Ah ! how- different their 
sensations, to when the Tiber's sparkling- 
waves first broke upon their sight; when 
in bondage, in misery, suspected, reviled, 
the ray of hope but dimly gleamed; then 
Flodoaldo thought not a being, save 
Isidore, was interested in his happiness; 
now Isidore was lost — but a father, a mis- 
. tress, like the phoenix, had sprung from the 
asfies of friendship — a father, a mistress, 
revered, honoured, loved, smiled on his. 
hopes, and fanned him on to bliss. 

A tear hung upon the glowing cheek of 
• Hemelfride, as, from the rapid course of 
the river, her eyes turned upon her fa- 
ther — " When last I traced yon current/' - 
she murmured. 

The Duca entered into her feelings— 
" Forget it, my child/' interrupting her. 
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€< Oh ! never, never!" she resumed; 
" the contrast serves but to augment my 
present felicity. When last I beheld the 
Tiber, its waves, as now, rolled in ceaseless 
monotony : yes, from age to age, in sul- 
len murmur, it pursues its course, heedless 
of the wreck of worlds — of the lapse of 
time. But man—" she paused, thefn, with 
a quickening blush/ concluded — " When 
a prisoner I traversed its banks, my guards 
pitied me ; ay questions they dared not 
answer; but my tears, my sighs, my agita- 
tion moved them." 

" Those tears, those' sighs, that agitation, 
was for me/* said Di Montranzb, as, with 
grateful fervour, he pressed her hand. 

" And yet they thought it gratitude/* 
softly observed Hemelfride. 

" I should have read the disguise— I 
should have been more quick- sighted," 
exclaimed the Duca. " The varying hue 
of that cheek, my child, would -have be- 
trayed the secret. 9 ' 
"I did suspect the disguise/ 9 s^id Fa* 

. ther 
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ther Luitfrido; " I did suspect tfie fex~ 
fetence of two beings so exactly similar r 
not from the outward form, but from the 
fervour, the ardour of character. I had feltr 
the force of love," with a half-smothered 
sigh, " and when you, njy beloved son^ 
dwelt an theromantic enthusiasm- of Isi- 
dore's attachment, my heart admitted a 
doabt of Isidore's existence." 

" Oh, had I been as quick-s%hted," ex~ 
claimed Eloddaldo^ " what orrow, whaf 
difficulty had been avoided 

u - As how ?" interrogated Hemelfiride. 

€X By uniting our destinies, my sweet 
jiovice,. and flying thither Fortune coukR 
Bot persecute:" 

" Had you breathed a suspicion of the^ 
•disguise," said Hemelfride, and ter lovely 
features assumed a momentary saflness, 
u l had fled the Castle — your dwelling bait 
ao 'longer screened me. No, Ffodoaldo, 
Hitherto. Once diving 'into the sorrows of 
Isidore*. would have beheld him iio more.;: 
dslidacy wottld have^spttcred me' 'oh to 

have 
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have performed the part' f had assumed ; 
and, in playing the hero, I had rcturnecf 
even to Corpus Domini, sooner than have 
violated the immutable modesty of my 
sex." 

" And would it have cost no struggle?" 
reproachfully asked Flodoaldo. " Say, 
Herfielfride, could you, and for ever, have 
fled the office of consoler V 9 

Hemelfride paused for a moment, and 
then, with a soft sigh, replied — <c I could 
have died, but my proud heart would not, 
could not have owed its peace to the efforts 
of compassion. Forgive me, Di Mon- 
tranzo, but the innate principles impres- 
sed by the early friend of my youth, taught 
me that discretion was the true dignity of 
woman. Eusebia, a sister of Corpus Domini, 
knew me ere I knew myself ; she awakened 
in my youthful heart the grateful energy' 
of praise ; she taught me to wouhip vir- 
tue, in the garb of circumspection." 

" Bless — bless her, Heaven !" ejaculated 
the Duca, 

. ' » " Ah ! 
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" Ah !• she is blessed !*• interrupted the 
enthusiastic Hemelfride ; " she is blessed,, 
my father ! Her pure soul slumbers in the 
bosom of its God — she is a saint, not 
canonized, but perpetuated in the sacred 
diptyche of a grateful heart," 

" Then she aided not your flight ?" said 
Father Luitfrido. 

" Alas! no/' resorted Hemelfride, "save 
by her prayers— death interposed, ere the 
efforts . for freedom were accomplished. 
Knowing the enthusiasm of my character, 
the romantic ardour of" my feelings, she 
trembled at the dangers which threatened 
my inexperience ; she argued, she reason- 
ed, she pictured the world as it is, not as 
I had fancied. I thought, when once be- 
yond the walls of my convent, every diffi- 
culty passed — I thought from age to have 
'gained instruction, from youth sympathy/* 

" Sweet tiovice !" murmured the Duca^ 
wiping the tear which started at the anti- 
cipation of his child's sorrow, 

" And yet, my father, I found one 

heart,* 
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heart," yielding to her impulsive feelings, 
and gratefully pressing thje hand of Flodo- 
aldo, " which pitied, upheld, protected 
me — one heart which, unquestioned, re- 
ceived the child of mystery, and admitted 
him even within the citadel of his friend- 
ship." v 

" Little suspecting," said the Duca di 
Monte Melissario, with an * effort at cheer- 
fulness, " the treacherous guest he was 
harbouring ; little suspecting that nought, 
save his own liberty, would satisfy the de- 
mands of exorbitance/' 

" Little suspecting/ 9 exclaimed the de- 
lighted Jlodoaldo, gazing on the dappled 
glow which mantled the lovely cheek of 
his mistress, " that,, veiled in disguise, he 
cherished the only being who could efface 
the remembrance of calamity,, who could 
restore Jife to enjoyment, wha could gild 
with trope the rays of futurity/' 

" Pardon thrs. interruption, my love/*, 
said her father ; your very thoughts arc 
interesting— proceed .with* the tale of your 

escape. 
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escape, and the almost maternal solicitude 
of the sister Eusebia/' 

" Ah ! they are too voluminous to be 
enumerated," said Hemelfride : — " Prom 
early youth, the blaek veil of profession 
filled me with dismay;, to become the 
melancholy inhabitant of a cloister, was 
distraction, was death to all my schemes 
of bliss. The tender Eusebia would listen 
.to my complaints ; nay, when the nuns 
denounced the punishment of obduracy* 
nahe .would snatch me from their menaces,, 
and, in the solitude of her cell, reason me 
into composure. My life evinced little 
variety.; 'a thousand wild plans of flight 
.were premeditated, -were disclosed; bul 
my experienced friend, reading their fm- 
;practicableness, damped' my ardour, allay- 
ed my courage. The months of my pro- 
bation ware away, and with them my 
spirits; almost maddened, I measured with 
my eyes the lofty walls of my prison, and 
-prayed to find a passage, or to find a grave. 
-Seeing that misery awaited me within the 

pre- 
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precincts of Corpus Domini, pitying the 
long, long years which an inauguration of 
vows must produce, Eusebia at length 
reluctantly acquiesced in my schemes. 
Through the gardener of the convent, she 
procured me the disguise of a pilgrinv; 
she undertook to write to a relation of her 
own to receive me, to shelter me from the 
snares of the world — but, alas ! how futile 
are our expectations ! Ere the letter was 
written, Eusebia became insensible even 
to my lamentations— she lingered for three 
weeks,. and died." 

Hemelfride paused ; the rising sob of 
sorrow checked articulation ; suddenly 
exerting herself, she continued—" In two 
days the ceremony of profession was to 
take, place— God of Heaven ! in two days 
I was to renounce my liberty ! The only 
charm within the hafted walls of my prison 
had ceased to exist ; the galling chain of 
slavery threatened to crush me — for the 
soother, the palliator, the dear, dear friend 
of my bosom no longer felt a participation 

in 
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in my sorrows. On the night of the sain- 
ted Eusebia's release from sublunary woe, 
even while the impious accenls of de- 
spair murmured on my lips, destiny varied, 
its gloomy colour. Two pilgrims at the 
convent gate implored shelter for the 
night ; I was at the grate, I heard the sup* 
plication, I saw them admitted. A ray 
from Heaven seemed to enlighten me; I 
fled to (he cell of the departed nun, kissed 
her pale lips in adieu, habited myself in 
disguise, and, while yet the sisters were in 
the bhape.1, hurried across the court- yard. 
Taken for one ef the newly-admitted 
strangers, my request for freedom was com- 
plied ivith — the portress unbarred the 
gates. I paused not to thank her; scarcely 
breathing, scarcely touching the earth, I 
fled down the steep — fear gave me strength. 
Un Biassed by any plan/ by any prospect 
of protection, from the hand of ^charity I 
obtained sustenance, beneath the humble 
roof of industry repose.; and when Di 
Montranzo generously offered ah asylum, 

the 
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the world could not have produced a being 
more destitute, more defenceless than 
myself." 

u And at Montranzo twelve happy 
months succeeded," said the Duca. 

" No, not Happy," interrupted Flodo- 
aldo ; " there was the subject of dis- 
quietude; Isidore acknowledged me his 
friend, yet ever withhekKhis confidence." 
' " You were blind, you were infatuate^, 
my dear boy," observed Father Luhfrido, 
" or a thousand unguarded expressions 
must have raised the veil." 

<€ Oh no," eagerly rejoined Hemelfride, 
" my disguise was famously managed ; 
trust me, I played the .hero to admiration. 
Why, even Vannirw was struck at my 
prowess in visiting unmoved the haunted 
chambers of the Castle; and Benevento," 
archly smiling, " became jealous of my 
progress in her favour." 

" But you were not happy/' said Flo* 
dmldp; " nay, when J talked of the un- 
known Hemelfride, when I gazed upo~ 
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your varying cheek, and praised her 
beauty ; when I dwell upon her name, till 
sympathy and love kindled at the sound, 
you, even then, premeditated flight ; you, 
even then, would have shrunk from my 
solicitude; you, even then, would have 
left me to mourn your desertion." 

Hemelfride hesitated, then, with down- 
cast eyes, and a burning blush, rejoined — * 
49 1 thought the fugitive novice owed the 
meed of praise to the interest of her sup- 
posed brother, owed your interference to 
compassion. I thought — in truth, Di Mon- 
tranzo," with all the artless ingenuousness 
of innocence, " the happiest moment of 
my sojournment at the O^tle, was when* 
the tacit reproof of Yamuna banished you* 
three days from the library." 

" Ah ! then you knew the picture of- 
the lovely novice had awakened interest,'* 
said the gratified Flodoaldo, pressing to 
his lips the snow-white hand of his mis- 
tress ; " then you Knew Hemelfride, not 
Isidore/ was the objefct of attraction/' 

3 On 
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t)n reaching Fossombrone, the servants 
pursued Iheir route to Montranzo ; but, 
for various reasbns, the Marchese and his 
parf y sojourned in that city. The Duca 
wished to visit the grave of his Phil ippina ' 
~HfcmfeIftide wished to redeem the little 
gift of Eusebia— Flbdoaldo wished to re*, 
ward .the disinterested benevolence of 
Biagio— and Father Luitfrido wished to be- 
hold a family, whose philanthropy might 
put to the blush the vaunting boast of 
affluence. 

Minutely to detail the intended visits; 
is not my intention ; in few words, I pro- 
ceed to state, that the Duca di Monte 
Melissario ~ heard from *he mother- 
superior of Oorptrs Dorrrirti, the fatal 
truth, of Philippic silfferitigs. The u»- 
fortunate nun, torn ftorii the arms of her 
lawful protector, w&s doomed, by the stern 
decree of fanaticism, to expiate the sup- 
posed offence in the condemned chamber 
of penaoce; and there, in giving birth to 

vol. iv. n a daughter, 
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a daughter, had expired. Tjbe Duca and 
that daughter wept oveT the uftofnamented 
grave; and, thanks to the never-failing; 
dictates of pride, the holy dommunity per- 
mitted the regard of the husband to erect 
a stately monument to the. memory of his 
beloved* They found the' inhabitants of 
Ike cottage, which had so long sheltered 
the deaponding Isidore, grateful— they left 
them all happy. Biagio was engaged as 
the confidential attendant of Di Mon- 
tranzo ; Jacquenetta, the affianced bride 
of Canziano, was enriched with a marriage- 
portion ; and the little dwtellingv purchase^ 
bp the kit .h^nd .of Hrnnetfwta was pre^ 
seated to tjie dame. But their, beneficence, 
unbounded <as their virtues, paused not 
;„ like a warm sun, it darted its in- 
vigorating rays over the venturino's happy 
roof; and the grateful hearts of Lillaaad 
Galta&e, alike! blessed tfee, mild influence 
of their prosperity . 

Qn reaching the, Gastie Di Mwrtnrozo, 

v . the 
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the Crowded hall echoed the welcome ring 
of its domestics. Father tuitfrido, con* 
quering the almost convulsive emotion 
of his soul, entered, for the first time, the 
mansion which had once witnessed ' the 
felicity of his Florentini, and, dashing ths 
obtrusive tear from his eye, smiled a con- 
gratulation on his children. The Duca 
di Moiife Melissatio, too, felt the subdu- 
ing redundancy of joy. Di Montranao 
felt th£ g^aieful rapture of exultation.— 
Byt Hewetfride, Hemelfride's feelings de- 
§&d defefcrijption, mocked disguise ; sha 
snatched the arm of the blushing, the ctoa* 
freed Varinioa, and hurried from ebserva- 
tion; . 

" Lord ! your Eccelenza,'* murijujred 
the half dauuM, half assured girl, **,wha 
could h^ve thoughtr^Trf^,. 

She paused, 4 she h^tated, while Herael- 
fride, pitying her confusion, good-uai 
turedJy concluded— ^ Tb^t Isifar* vo#W 
n 2 eve* 
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ever have become the mistress of Man- 
tranzo \" 

" Hoty saints !** resuming her courage 
and her loquacity, ".who could h^ve 
thought we ever should have returned to 
Montran2o alive? Blessed St. Bene- 
dict ! sooner would 1 pass the night 
in the black marble hall, than be ex- 
amined by those frightful hideous inqui- 
sitors ! And Benevento, too — Dear, sweet 
my Lady, who could have thought that the 
poor wandering pilgrim should have turn- 
ed out his Eccelenza the Duca di Monte 
Melissario's daughter ?" 

" But Benevento," questioned Hemel- 
fride > " has he pardoned all your slights ? 
Say, Vannina, has he returned to his alle- 
giance?** 

Oh> Signer*, Benevento is the kindest, 
tenderest, best of lovers f When— whet* 
— when you was Isidore,** hanging down 
her head, and deeply blushing, "t Bene- 
vento never liked you, because — because 

I said 



I «*id yau was handsome ; but now you 
a»e transformed into hts Eccelenza ihe 
Duca*s daughter, .Beneven to swears you 
are the loveliest lady in the province." 

w I must know flenevento better/* said 
Hemelfride, smiling.? " I must make my. 
self worthy his good opini<MV-4what if I 
bestow upon him a wife ? what, if instead 
fcf soliciting for poor Isidore the hand of 
hiViittle favburite Vannina/I reward with 
k this kitutest, f&tderetit, lt& tftooers 9 $ * 

The approach of Flodoaldo checked the 
. eager thanks of Vannina 

I have been seeking you, my love/* 
he exclaimed ; r ^aftf j^>re«t|i murmur at 
the 4ewrti«n//. , i 

he took 

it ; he led her t ot ward. 

Transporting spsuranoe/ ©6 felicity 1'* 
be whfcpefed ; " to-morrow," pressing it 
to his heart, <f sanctioned by both our fa* 
thers A t^s p^Tzfi becomes my-w V{ 

" ~ A cherubb 
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A cherub senile played drouwd the riuby 
Hps of Hemelfride ; she paused' at a case- 
ment on which the setting sun darted ilk 
resplendent glory. Their eyes alike sought 
the direction of the towering cjiflk which? 
the adventurous foot of the disguised wan* 
derer had once ascended'; their bosoms . 
alike swelled with the sympathizing coin* 
cidence of thought. Fk>doald« threw hi* 
arm around the waiat of hi» affianced J>ride, 
he dr$w fcet gently toward* him,, he ptes* 
sed bis lips to* her blushing cheek — u Ah ! 
sure it was the brightest hour of my life/* 
be articulated, "* when, from the terrific 
heights of y<!m A penning wilds, I snatch* 
ed the stumbling fugitive 1" • • " 

Hemelfride's hand trembled i» his—* 
softly she returned, the pressure — softly she 
whispered-*— t€ Blessed, for ever blessed be* 
the day, which presented toDi Montranzo. 
the. ko vice b* Gorpus Domini !"i 

FLNIS f 

Lant,'D*rli*g, and Co. UadenhalWStrteu 
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